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PREFACE 


. 


HAVE very little Inclina- 
tion to write Prefaces; and 
had not the Author of Sir 
Walter Raleigh provided me 
with two or three Paragraphs ready 
made, this Play muſt have been thrown 
into the World, naked, without one. But 
indeed there is a great deal due to the 
Company in Drury-Lane, who favoured 
me with their juſt Performance, and 
particularly to Mrs. Oldfield, who with 
her uſual Excellence gave Graces to her 
Part, I cow'd not imagine when I wrote 
it. I hope therefore they will excuſe 
me, if I borrow Sir Walter's Words to 
A 3 thank. 


uw FFAAEFATE: 
thank them and the Town in Form for 
my Succels. — 29 DIE RI 

* <« Lmmcolus-Inn-Fields is not the Fa- 
e yourite Theatre of the Town. To ſay 
cc otherwiſe would be to oppoſe my 
c {ingle Judgment to the Publick. I 
never -heard of any Author of Merit 
who was rejected or ill- treated in Drury- 
Lane; I believe that Aſſertion therefore 
to be a ſhocking Calumny ; 'and not to 
flat ter the Author of Sir Walter, I do 
think his Play would have appeared ro a 
different Advantage in every Character, 
had it been play'd in Drur)- Lane. 

* © To Confeſs the Truth, I ſee 
< ſuch irreſiſtble Graces in all their Per- 
< formances, as will leave no Room for 
c aRivalſhip in their Competitors. And 
© ſince the Repreſentation of this Co- 
*« medy, I have found many unpreju- 
c diced Gentlemen come into my Opi- 
© mon, that the chief Parts have been 
« Aced with as much Spirit, Life, Pro- 
* priety, and Grace of Elocution, as 
< cou'd have been expected in Lincolns- 
cc Inn-Fields. 

* cc For 


PREFACE. wi 


_ ** © For the reſt, I give up this Co- 


cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 


© medy to the Mercy of the Criicks. It 
is not my Firſt, and in all probability 
will not be my laſt, having a little Abi- 


lity, and more Inclination to write 


* for the Stage. 


** c Before I conclude, I muſt ob- 


CC 
CC 


cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 


viate one Objection againſt my ſelf, 


left it ſhould run curtent upon the 


c Credit of common Fame for a Truth, 


that I was Courted to have this Co- 
medy Aﬀed at Lincolns-Inn-Fields : I 
publickly aſſure the World it was 
never offered there ; but I have the 
Misfortune ro find, that People lay 
hold of every trifiing Story to ruin 
the Reputation of its little Succeſs 


c from a few favourable Audiences. 


But to be ſerious; I muſt not omit 


this Opportunity of publickly acknow- 
ledging, that the Succeſs of this Comedy 
is owing entirely to Mr. Wilks, not only 
from his moſt excellent Performance, but 
his unwearied Diligence in getting it up, 
in leſs time than is uſually required, and 
through ſome Difficulties. Surely that 


Capacity 


viij PREFACE. 

Capacity and Integrity which have en- 
abled him to raiſe the Engliſb Stage to 
its preſent flouriſhing State, would have 
diſtinguiſhed him in any other Station 
leſs liable to Envy. And this J ſay with 
the more Aſſurance, becauſe I am per- 
ſuaded, every Man who knows. him, tho' 
not partially biafled hke me by many 
Obligations, will own, his Character as 
an Honeſt Man, in every Part of his 
private Lite, is equal to any Perſonage 


of that Sort he ever repreſented on the 
Theatre. 


* Vide the Preface to Sir Walter Raleigh. 


— 


FPARAUOLOGCHE 


| Spoke by Mr. WIL KS. 


| HE Poet, who muſt paint by Nature's Laws, 
IF he wou d merit, what he begs, Applauſe , 
Surveys your changing Pleaſures with Surpri xe, 
Sees each new Day ſome new Diverſion riſe ; 
Hither, thro all the Quarters of the Sky, 
Freſh Rooks in Flocks from ev'ry Nation bye, 
To us, the Cullies of the Globe, they fly : 
Frerich, Spaniards, Switzers ; This Man dines on 
Fire, 
And ſwallows Briniſtone, to your Heart's Deſire ; 
Another, Handleſs, Footleſs, Half a Man, 
Does, Wou d you think it? what no Whole one can: 
A Spaniard next, taught an Italian Frown, 
Bolaly declares He'll flare all Europe down - 
His tortur d Muſcles pleas d our Englifh Fools ; 
Why wou'd the Sot engage with Engliſh Bulls 2 
Our Engliſh Bulls are Hereticks uncivil, 
They'd toſs the Grand Inquiſitor, the Devil : 
"Twas ſtupidly contriv'd of Don Grimace, 
To hope to fright em with an ugly Face. 


And 


PROLOGUE. 


5 And yet, tho theſe Exotick Monſters pleaſe, 
| We muſt with humble Gratitude confeſs, : 
| To you alone tis due, that in this Age, 

* Good Senſe ſtill triumphs on the Britiſh Stage e 

* Shakeſpear heholds with Joy bis Sons inherit 

\iF His good old Plays, with good old Bels's Spirit. 

i Be wiſe and merry, while you keep that Tether ; 

| Nonſenſe and Slavery muſt dye together. 


Our Author, arduous Taſk, attempts to- M r, 
At once to give you Profit and Delight : 
Attend, and you may ſee what Miſchiefs riſe, 
In private Life, from the fond Love of Dice; 
How warious Paſſions various Follies bear, 
Falſe Foy, deluding Hope, and doubting Care. | 
Criticks alone, he fears, will mock his Toll ; 4 
Too proud to learn, and tos ſevere to ſmile. 


To thoſe then he appeals, to thoſe who dare, 
For ſome few Beauties, many Errors ſpare : 
Tes, on his Country thus he puts his Cauſe, 

Re ſolv d to live and dye by England's Laws. 
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Written by a FRIEND. 


— 


Spoke by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


1 vain our Author ſtrives to pleaſe to-Night, 
Since in our Follies only we delight : 


Muif Hazard, Commerce, Baſſet be deny'd ; 
Convenient Picquet too be laid aſide £ | 
Were not that hard 2 Determine Nu, or You : 
You'd een reſign Triumphant Pam at Lu, 
For the ſincerer Foys that wait on Two. 

His formal Rules we utterly diſdain ; 

T1 quit One Pleaſure, is to live-in Pain : 

We muſt be prudent, and avoid Expence ; 

The Moral Varlet has not common Senſe : 
hat, does he think, for Reaſon well exchange 
Our darling Paſſions, and Defire to range; 


Where we unknown may Love, unknown may 
[Change : 
Where fond Addreſs to all alike is made, 


Perhaps ſtale Spouſe may down in Maſquerade : 


Oh 


And Miſtreſs of the Maſquerading Art, 


EPILOGUE. | , 
Ob toe ſweet to ſteal the warm Careſs, 4 
Not like his Lazy, Conjugal Embrace; 
And then t upbraid the Traytor to bis Face. 
Many ſuch ſtrange Surprizes wou'd be here, 
Cou'd you but once in your true Forms appear ; 
But of your real Shapes you 're all afraid, 
And the Whole World 3s One Great Maſquerade. 
Proteſting Courtiers, and the Varniſh'd Beau, n 
Are vtin Deluſions all, mere empty Show : 
The Virgin's coy Diſdain, the Widow's Care, 
The Heir Diſtreſs, the Hero's dreadful Air, 
And Rev'rend Coxcomb's venerable Face, 
Are uſeful Vizors all, and all Grimace : 
Tour Looks are counterfeit ; you re all Pretence; © 
Tous act like us for your Convenience : 5 
Each for his Part a diff rent Habit wears ; 
The World s 4 Stage, and all Mankind are Play'rs 3 
And Wiſeſt, Braveſt, Chaſteſt, Happieſt, 
Are they, whoſe Maſquerades become em beſt : 1 
The mighty Art is ſtill to be believ'd : | 
How tleſt is He who can be well deceiv'd ? 
Whoſe Spouſe for ever wears the kind Diſguiſe, 
Wheedles, diſſembles, flatters, fawns and lyes ; 


* the * * 1 * 
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Still to maintain her Conqueſt, veils ber Heart. 
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Czlia aud Fidget. 
Cælia in a Fret, follow'd by Fidget. 


Fidget. OT marry'd to him! 

Cælia. No, no: S life, do you think 
I wou d bear all this if 1 were? 

Fidg. And yet methinks you live to- 


gether for all the world as if you were 


marry'd, 

Cel. Ay, moſt comfortably !=——Let me ſee ; Ill ba- 
lance the Account, and examine what one idle Paſſion has 
coſt me. When I was juſt turn'd of Sixteen 

Fids. Ah dangerous Sixteen 

Cel. My well-natur'd young Maſter within return d from 
Oxford, and I from London at the ſame Time to my Fa- 
ther's Houſe, whoſe Eſtate join d to Old Squire Swart's, 
the Sire of this worthleſs Thing. 

Hdg. Ah dear; this is a Voyage to the Iſland of Love, 


i foreſee, 


Cel. He was in Bloom, F:4get, and I in Bud 80 
we lovd, ogled, whiſper d, figh'd, wrote, and trod on 


one another's Toes under the Table—— In a word, this 
pretty Intrigue was kept ſo private, that it was known to 


be 


* 


L The MASQUERADE. 


be no Secret by every Creature in the Pariſh , but us 
two. 

Fido. Oh Lud, it wou'd make a pure ingenious Novel, 
in ſome New Edition of the New Atalantis,—— Pray, Ma- 
dam, how did it go on ? | 

Cel. Why 'tis a dull long Tale, but here are the Out- 
lines.. Oiœr Family was all at ret—The Keys of the 
Back-Garden- Gate were ſtole : We met in a cloſe Arbor ; 
It was Moonlight ———Strugglings, Sighs, Refuſals; Kiſ- 
ſes, Delight, Trembling, Graſping ; Hurry, Joy, Extaſy, 
—in 

Fidg. Ah pretty, a Love-Adventure in Miniature! 

Cel. Soon after this, my Father dy'd ; but He, good 
Man, had taken effectual Care before his Departure to 
have conſum d his Eſtate between Politicks and Fox-hunt- 
ing; and whilſt he was Drinking for the Hereditary Right 
of Princes, he almoſt finiſn'd his own Inheritance and 
mine. Then was I left with a ſmall Fortune, and without 
a Friend, in the Poſſeſſion of my young Rake within ; 


- who was now by the Death of his good Old Sire, Maſter of 


3000 J. a Year. He bath hitherto call'd me his Wife, 
you know, and taken me into his Houſe as ſuch ; that I 
live in the Repute at leaſt of a Woman of Virtue. But 
the Brute threatens every Hour to diſavow his Marriage, 
and throw me off ; and by that means keeps me in the low- 
eſt Subjection. | | 

Fidg. Your Ladyſhip lives well enough, that's the Truth 
ont, as to Cloaths and Equipage. 

Czl. J am as politely wretched as ere a Woman of Qua- 
lity in Great Britain 

Fidg. And that is a bold Word. 

Cel. Every Hour of my Life is one continued Scene of 
Hypoerify : My-Humility, Obedience, Tenderneſs and Love, 
are a Courtier's Outſide; falſe, and formal. Tis ſome Eaſe 
to my poor Heart, to be able to ſpeak Truth to thee, Fidget: 
Lam weary of this unnatural Part; and will get 
rid of my Character, or my Life. 

Fidg. He has ofren promis'd to marry you. 

Cel. Ay, he nibbles at Marriage in his Claret now and 
then; but he never bites home, Girl; and I am afraid to 


ſtrike, till I am ſure. Oh Lud, what a raviſhing Joy 
wou d it be, after all chis feign'd Humility, this mean, baſe, 
| ſervile Subjection, to riſe before him in the gay, full, flou- 
rithing, luxuriant Liberties of æn Englib Wife 


Fidg. 
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Fide. Ay, Madam, if your Ladyſhip was but marry d 
to him once; if you had but a Place for Life, as they ſay 

Cel. Why, I would diſpoſe of my Monoſyllables as I 
pleas d, Girl; and ſay Yes, or No, as my own Arbitrary, 
Conſcientious Intereſt inclin d me. 

Fidg. Who knows but we may draw him into it? Let 
us contrive, imagine, plot, think: It muſt be done, that's 
certain, 

- Cel. No, no ; I ſhall ever be this trembling, humble, 
frighted, dependent Thing, a Miſtreſs. Do you know 
he is in Love with Sophronza ? 

Fido. Can the Creature imagine ſhe would marry a Fool, 
a vain Idiot; half Coxcomb, half Rake; a Thing whoe 
Morals are as low as his Underſtanding, and his Under- 
ſtanding is (I think) beneath every Thing, Human or Ani- 
mal ? He takes an inſolent Pertneſs for Wit, and Impudence 
for Humour, 

Cel. He has been taught, that Impudence is Merit, 
Child ; and if Fortune had not provided for him otherwiſe, 
as a Fool, o' my Conſcience, ſhe wou'd have puſh'd him to 
Preferment by his Face only : I never ſaw a Set of Muſcles 
ſo invincibly profligate. Now it is very odd; tho' I know 
Sophronia would as ſoon marry a Hotentot ; nay, tho I 
know ſhe is engag d to Sir George, and loves him to Ro- 
mance ;——-nay, tho I hate the Fellow my ſelf yet do I 
find I hate this Woman for being lik'd by him. What is 
this ſweet Compoſition in our Natures, of Pride, Intereſt, - 
Envy ? Oh, here comes my Evil Angel, my Bad Genius, 


Celia, Fidget, Smart. 


Smart. Celia; 
Cælia. Si 
Smart. Get me ſome Tea. 
Cel. Ves, my Angel. ——Fidget, get Tea. Ho do you 
this Morning, my Dear ? | 
Smart, Very lick, my Dear. 
Cel. I am extremely concern'd. 
Smart. I don't believe you. 
Cel. Why, my Love ? 
Smart. Becauſe I am pretty poſitive I don't deſerve your 
ncern. | 
Cel. Vet you once ſwore you loy'd me ;—Yes, you ſware 
you would be eyer n. —W 


Smart. 
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Smart. Faithful —— Ha, ha! What a Word haſt 
thou found out : But thou wert always given to read Ro- 
mances, Fo 

Cel. IF there is ſuch a Thing as Truth or Virtue. | 

Smart. Oaths are falſe Jewels, Chuck, and Promiſes are 
Air.— You were Fleſh and Blood, ſo was I, — and we 
both fell too very heartily : Your Inclination only happen'd 
to ſurvive mine; and now you are pleaſed to be very an- 
gry that I cannot eat, becauſe you have an Appetite. 


Cel. But you thou'd behave like a Gentleman, Sir. Be- 


fore Poſſeſſion, you promiſed to marry me. 

Smart. Like a Gentleman! 

Cel. But now without regard to Oaths or Promiſes, or 
mutual Obligations. 

Smart. Like a Gentleman! 


. Cel. You threaten every Moment to abandon me to In- 
amy. 

Smart. Like a Gentleman. 

Cel. You have not only robb'd me of my Honour, but 
the little Patrimony likewiſe which was ſaved to me from 
the Wrecks of a ruin'd Fortune: Reſtore me that at leaſt. 

Smart. Look y', Madam, don't Bam your ſelf or me any 
longer; if you like the Poſition you are now in, why Eat, 
and be Thankful: As for your Honour and your Money, 
why you have play'd em both off very handſomely ; and 
now- you whine after your Toys when you have thrown 
them away. In the mean Time know, Iwill bear no Cla- 
_; ſilence therefore, or I ſhall wait on you to the 

oor. 

Cel. You won't turn me out of your Houſe ? 

Smart. You have too much Spirit to give me that Trou- 
ble. | 
Cel. What wou'd you have me do? I wiſh I knew how 
to pleaſe you, 

Smart. Believe me, Chuck, it is wholly impracticable. 
I'll tell you ſome News, though ſure you muſt be 
very dull, if it be News to you. I hate you. 

Fido. Oh the Brute! 

Cel. That is not in your Power, my Deareſt ; you are 
too Generous, too Good, too Grateful. 

Smart. Look y, now will ſhe argue me out on't. This is 
her Way, there is not a Woman of ſo Contradictory a Spi- 
rit in the World, I believe. 3 


Fidg. 
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Fidg. Madam may ſay what ſhe pleaſes; but theſe Two 
are certainly married. LAſidle.] 
Cal. Then Il be dumb, Sir, to pleaſe you. 


Smart, Be fo, and Ill think thee the Picture of 
one of my departed Sins, and look upon thee now and 
then for Mortification. Where is Sophronia? 

Fidg. In her Chamber, Where do you think ? 

Smart. Hah ! here's one as ſmart as Muſtard ! Who 
ſpoke to you, goody Magpy ? 

1 Fidg. Why, did not you order the Lady not to ſpeak ? 
umph. 

Smart. Your Couſin Sophronia, Cælia, ſhe doats on me, 
ſhe is fond. — Ay, and there is an agreeable Prudery in 
that Woman, which I like too. When one directly at- 
tacks the harden'd Innocence of a Gentlewoman, almoſt un- 
aſſailably Virtuous, it has all the Spirit of a Rape without 
the Fatigue. | | 

dg. Oh! the delightful Dear! how engaginely Good 
he is in every Expreſſion. | 

Smart. But perhaps ſhe thinks I'll marry her, —— 
I don't know, perhaps I may. — Yes, and now I 
think again, 1 will marry her. — She will bear ill Treat- 
ment exceſſively well; and thine out moſt tranſportingly in 
every Diſtreſs : Ay, the would know how to be elegantly 
unhappy. — Now you have a Soul fo courſe , not to be 
reſin d by Adverſity.— What, you Pout, and are in the 
Sullens? I was going to tell you, Celia. — Oh! what a 
Night of Pleaſure was the laſt — 

Cal. Yes, Sir, — 

Smart. We had ſome Gentlewomen laſt Niglit, Cælia.— 
We were moſt prodigiouſſy Frocklickſome and Wicked; and 
all that. Let me ſee, there was, — II recolle& the 
Company: There was that moſt ingenious Peer, my Lord 
Spancounter, he who was the firſt Inventor of that elegant 
Amuſement of breaking Saſh Windows with Copper Half- 
Pence : Sir Robert Catcall: Ay, Sir Robert has a World of 
Wit; and that laughing, unthinking Cur, Tom Bungey. 

Fulz. A ſweet Collection, by my Faith! 

Smart. Then as for the Gentlewomen, Nanny Whiptop, 
and Betty Twirley-Whirlzy , were divided between Tom and 
Sir Robert. My Loid had Mrs. Beeſom, — and Madain 
Bavin was my Partner. We duſted it away in Trath. 

Fidg. You ſhould have had a Sharper or Iwo with you, 
to have compleated the Set. — How ingeniouſly do our 

ba "at Qiza- 


6 The MASQUERADE. 


Quality divert themſelves in little London : They game 
with Thieves, fornicate with Pick-Pockets, and get drunk 
with Poiſon. 

Smart. Peace, Warming- Pan. — Theſe were indeed of 
your lower Order of Whim-whams : But to Night, Cælia, 
we are to have a moſt illuſtrious Aſſembly of Ladies of the 
Liberal Arts, My Lord has given his Honour for it, they 
ſhall all be kept Miſtreſſes. There will be his Grace of Cy- 
prus's Nightingale, my Lord Ranter's Wagtail, the Ir:/þ 
Viſcount's Haunch and Side, and; Sir Harry Ninnys Heſtling— 
And at the lower End of the Table we ſhall poſt thoſe Two 
merry Fillies, Mrs. Elizabeth Pipin, and the Salisbury Mad- 
cap. — We have beſpoke half a dozen Gallaways that are 
kept by Jews and Stock-Jobbers to wait at Table. I aſſure 
you, It will be a ſelect Company. We ſhall admit none of 
your Hacks here; none of your Fifteen Pence a Side Sin- 
ners. I believe indeed, we ſhall be obliged to crowd in Two 
or Three-left handed Wives of ſome General Officers in the 
Militia, — Very pretty Tits; in Troth ! 

Fd. Good-lack, good-lack ! What, do They keep too? 

Smart, Why not, as well as their Wives ? Keep, 
Ha, ha! every Body keeps in this polite Age. O' my Con- 
ſcience, one half o' the World feeds upon the Sins of the 
other. — Why, I know Nine Perſons, all, as I may fay, 
of gentle Blood too, that: are kept handſomly, and in Or- 
* out of the ſober Income of One Hundred Pounds a 

ear, 

F:dg. Ha, ha! Pray how may that be, Dear Sir? 

Smart. It flows down thus: Lord Nimwell pays 100 
Pounds a Year to Betty Bloſſom; ſhe gives 50 J. to George 
Pleaſant ; George beſtows 25 J. upon Deborah Gentle; De- 
borah preſents Monſieur, her French Dancing Maſter, with 
12/. 10s. Monſieur allows Sze Courtley o I. 5 s. Sus diſ- 
poſes of 37. 25. 64. to Patrick O Neal; Patrick delivers 
1/. 115. 3 d. of that Sum to Nanny Timber; ſhe has a 
Paſſion for Harry Trotter, which coſts her 15 5, and 1 d. +. 
and Harry ſquanders away the whole Sum for a few incon- 
ſiderable Pleaſures beſtowed upon him by Madam Dorothy 
Drinkwater. Behold the Circulation of Money from 
the great Veins into the Arteries, and from thence into the 
Capillary Veſſels, till it enlivens the whole Animal Oecono- 
my. — Egad, I think I am eloquent on this Subject. 
Where's the Tca I ſpoke for? 


Cel. 
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Cel. 1 thought you ſaid yeu would not have any, m 
Dear. | | 

Smart. Good, very good! — Ideot, — Did not call for 
it in plain literal diſtin&t Engliſh Accents ? 

Cel. T1] fetch it my ſelf this Moment, my Angel. 

Smart. Come, come up and dreſs me, 1'1l drink it at the 
Coffee-Houſe. 


Czlia and Fidget. 


Fidget. A. croſs-grain'd Puppy. Don't be melan- 
cholly, Madam, let us work up ſome Stratagem or other to 
ſet you above this Fellow , as high above him in Power as 
you are in Underſtanding. | 

Cel. My dear Fidget, my Mind is out of Order, I can- 
not think, do thou think for me. — My Brain, like a 
Glaſs cover d by Vapours, repreſents no Image clearly; my 
_ is clouded by the thick Breath of a Monkey in Man's 

eſh. 

Fidg. What a delightful Mixture this Animal's Mind is 
made of. n 
I” As ſelf-ſufficient as a Wit, and as obſtinate as an 

Ot. a 
dg. Here's Sophronia. — They ſay ſhe is very Wiſe, I 
fancy if you durſt truſt her with the Secret. 

Cel. I dare not, ſhe is my Rival: I can hardly bear the 
Sight of her. 


Enter Sophronia with a Letter, and Betty. 


Celia. Oh;! my Dear Sophroma | 

Soph. Your Servant, Where's your good Man? 

Fidg. Going to the Devil as faſt as he can, Madam. 

Cel. I hate the Subject. Prithee don't talk of him. 

Soph. Methinks, Celia, your Eye does not a- late meet 
mine, with that open Unconcern it uſed. 

Cel. I take this Obſervation kindly ; you love me I find, 
and are jealous of me. | 

Soph; Are not you jealous of me ? 

Cel. My Dear ! 

Soph. Don't redden, Cælia, — you have Reaſon for your 
Apprehenſions, your Friend Mr, Smart has made me almoſt 
irreſiſtible Promiſes, 
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Cel. 1 proteſt, Madam Promiſes ; why he makes 
'em to the Wind, a Dauiy-Maid, a Dol-Common, or a 
Duſt-Girl. 

Sopb. You loſe your Temper, Child. | 

Gel. It fluſhes me, Town, to think of the Impudence of 
a Fellow I both pity and deſpiſe. 

Soph. We never rail at what we pity, or fear to loſe what 
we deſpiſe. 
Cel. But, Madam, this was ſuch an Affront to you. 

Soph. Shou'd 1 think fo ? | 

Cel. Lud, this is a ſtrange Alteration in your Ladiſhip's 
Behaviour, not to bluſh at Tenders from a married Man. 

Soph. Am I certain of that? 

Cal. Madam 

Soph. He denies it, and, 

Cæl. He is a Villain, — If you can be no better Com- 
pany, Madam — youll pardon me if — You had beſt take 
his Word, and marry him. 

Soph. You warm, Celia, before you hear me out; and 
reply only to the Heat of your own diſordeped Imagination. 

Cel. People that are very wiſe think they may break 
thro' every Thing, I ſee; but I muſt tell you in a Family 
Affair — Tho, why do 1 trouble my ſelf about a Wretch. 
Take him! take him! I reſign him with all my Soul 
Ha, ha! J promiſe you only, I will never join in a 
Proſecution for Polygamy : You ſhall hold him during the 
Term of his natural Life ; that is all. 

Soph. He talk'd of parting with you upon eaſier Terms. 

Cel. Tis not ſo eaſy to part with me, as he imagines 
Ill tear him into Atoms. 

Soph. Ceha, 1 am much concerned; very ſorry to ſee you 


thus moved, I find we know but little of our own Hearts. 


1 dare ſay, till I ſtirr'd yours with Jealouſy , you did not be- 
lieve your ſelf, you had any hidden Affection within, for 
this abandon'd Enemy of yours, this Tyrant, Come, give 
me your Hand ; indeed, I will be your Friend : You know 
where my Heart is engaged, think upon that, and you will 
have no more Pangs of this Kind. 

Cel. Oh! Madam, conſider my Condition, and forgive 
this ill- manner d Tranſport. 

Soph. 1 had written this to you to make you eaſy, and de- 
fign'd to have ſent it by my Servant, but upon Reſſection, I 
thought my Tongue would do as well as my Hand, —— here 

Betty, take this Letter, and Jay it upon my Cabinet. 
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Cel. But did he ſay he was not married, 
Soph. Believe me, 'tis no Secret , your Reputation has 


been talked away, as to this Point, over every Tea-Table in 
| Town: Ir has long fince loſt even the Credit of a Whiſper, 


You have indeed this comfortable Reflection, all People 
of true Senſe and Virtue deteſt him, and pity you. You muſt 
forgive this Freedom. 7 

Cel. You're at your Eaſe, ——— with a good Fortune 


in your Hand, and a Lover in your Heart. — You 


ſhould allow for the Diſturbance of a Mind , whoſe beſt 
Proſpect is Want and Infamy. 

Soph. No more of this, —— we will both forget the 
Brute, — Prithee, Cælia, give me your Advice. — 
What am I to do with Sir George ? 

Cel. You are to marry him. 

Soph. When ? 

Cel. Forthwitli. 

Soph. But he is ſo very jealous, I ſhall believe I am com- 
mitted to Goal for Life. I muſt think on't. 

Cæl. As long as you live, if you are wiſe. 

Soph, Tell me, tha'; will he be ſo jealous after we are 
married ? 

Cel. No, not very long. 

Soph, Why, not very long? 

Cel. Did you never ſee a Child that was fond of a new 
Play-Thing, dandle it, and lock it up, and roar upon the 
leaſt Apprehenſion of loſing it; and in Three Hours after 
throw it by for ſome other newer Toy? 

Soph. Lord ! you fright me out o' my Wits, 

Cel. Jam of Opinion, Marriage is a Cure for Jealouſy. 

Soph. Ay; but I wou'd not have him part with his ſea- 
louſy at the Price of his Love. _ 

Cel. Then he muſt keep it at the Price of your Quiet. 


Soph. What an Alarm have you given ? But he 
Loves me to Diſtraction, | 

Cel. Then your Children will be Idiots, Dearee. 

Soph. Tell me, you naughty Thing, tell me. What 


muſt I do ? 

Cel. Plunge in and you'll be out of your Pain. 

Soph. He is generous and well-natured. 

Cel. Yes ------- | 

Soph. Graceful in his Perfon, and agreeable in his Con- 
verſation; 

Cel Ay 2 
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Soph. His Family is antient, his Eſtate not contemptible ; 
Cel. Indeed 

Soph. Then there is a ſoftning Sweetneſs in his Eyes, a 

melting Melody in his Accents ------ ; 

Cel. Lord, Madam, People ſay you have a World of 

denſe 

Soph. 1 own I am filly, fillily in Love, ------ 

Cel. Well, well, thou ſhalt have thy Play-thing. 

Soph. But then this perpetual Jealouſy, this diſtruſtful 
aundice of the Mind, which ſeems to be mix'd with his 
lood, and which breaks out upon every Occaſion, terrifies 

me beyond meaſure : I fear, I really do ſhudder at the 
Thoughts of marrying him. The Man that is thus unwor- 
thily ſuſpitious ought to be ſuſpected. | 

Cel. What wou'd 1 give now my Dearee wou'd but be 

jealous of me? I wou'd rejoice in his Pangs, and applaud 
the triumph of my Charms, ----—- [A Bell rings] Lord, 
you keep one here prating about your Fellow, till I ſhall be 
hanged for not attending my Squire Come Fidget you 
muſt help me to dizen little Maſter ------, 

[Fxeunt Fidget and Cælia.] 


Sopnrona, Sir George. 


Sophiroma alone.] How joyleſs is every other Reflection? 
How warm is the pleaſing Perplexity of every Thought that 
brings him to my Memory ? Tis a folly to Love, and when 
one is in tis a greater follyto hope for aCure.When I endea- 
vour to forget this Man, I think of nothing elſe And yet if 
it is a Folly, tis a Folly ſo much ſweeter than Wiſdom, 
Hah ; I am ſoliciting my Reaſon, to be an Advocate for 
my Paſſion. Well, tis a very troubleſome Thing, when 
one's Heart and one's Brain are at variance thus; 
Enter Sir George.] Ay, here he comes. Now ſays Wiſdom 
you muſt put on a grave ſtedfaſt Face, as if the ſight of him 
were as indifferent to you as tis tranſporting. 
dir George. If I don't break in upon any better Engage- 
ment, Madam ! 

Soph. Oh, Sir George, you are come opportunely ! Celia 
ſays you muſt Squire her to the Maſquerade to Night. 

Sir George, You know Madam, I hate all Diſguiſes.i 

Soph. N 


you. Your Servant. going. 


o Matter for that, you muſt go. We have a De⸗ 
ſign upon you; You Two ſhall ſettle it now; Fll call her to 


Sir 1 
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Sir George, Not now - -I wou'd only beg half a Word. 


| Wherefore Sophronta do you thus carefully avoid me? -----. 


A 
o 
x 


Why this Coldneſs, this dead Indifference to the Man, 


' whoſe Soul, whoſe Heart, whoſe deareſt Deſires, and moſt 


ambitious Hopes, are only to be one Day yours If then 
I may have leave to plead ------ 
Soph. 1 know you have a Thouſand Things to plead in 


your Behalf ; Conſtancy, Merit, Fortune, Service, Love; 


* 


but there is, there is one Obſtacle you muſt get over. 
Sir Geo. I gueſs what you would ſay. I know very well 


that all my Preteſinons are of no Weight; tis plain, I ſee it 
now. There is, there is ſome happier favoured Lover, 
ſome glorious powerful Riva]. ------ Oh, Madam, if you 
- wou'd not throw me into the laſt Deſpair. ------ 


Soph. The natural Warmth of your Temper, Sir, makes 


you miſtake every Thing : Shall I tell you the only way to 


pleaſe me, that may give you Hope, and that improve to 
every Thing you with. | 
Sir Geo. That will be an extraordinary Favour indeed, 
Soph. Love me then only, as you ought to love me. 
Sir Geo. As I ought? Is not my Heart full of you? 


There is no Room for any other Paſſion; no not for Envy 
or Ambition. 


I 


this 


Soph. Don't let that Paſſion then appear unworthy of 
its Birth, 


Sir Geo. Tis my chief only Care. 

Soph. Entertain no little mean Suſpicions of the Woman 
you pretend to Love. 

Sir Geo, 1 am very dull; but I am 
ally I don't underſtand you. 

$yph. You won't underſtand me, Sir ------, But in half 


very ſincere too; re- 


a Word Iwill have that abominable, frightful, odious Mon- 


ſter Jealouſy, baniſhed entirely from your Boſom; It poiſons 


' your Blood, and your Underſtanding, and makes you moſt 
| intolerable Company: Believe me, if you don't part with 


—.— diſagreeable Companion of yours, you will oblige 


me in Juſtice to my If, and Truth and common Senſe, to 


= 
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very often when two Wor 
right, you have ſuffered me till to wander in an Error, ſtill 
to be wreck'd with jealous Fears, and torturd with Uncer- 
© fainty ---- Now Madam, now give me your Heart 


- Puniſh, perhaps both of us, by a perpetual Separation, 


Sir Geo. Oh my adorable, I own my Faults. I ſee and I 


| confeſs my Crimes; yet wy you will confeſs likewiſe that 


s only were ky api, ac ſer me 


and Hand 
together, 
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together, and diſſipate at once theſe Clouds that interpoſt 


between the Day and Me . 


Soph. What an Arbitrary Power this Tyrant holds over | 


u, One ſees in every Syllable you utter, the Fears and 
Diftruf of your Mind. Have I not ſaid enough already to 
ſatisfy a Heart leſs jealous. What then, I muſt declare to 
you it ſeems in ſo many Words, I love you; and after that, 
o' my Conſcience you wou'd not take my Word; You wou'd 
make me ſwear to it too 

Sir Geo. No, my Charmer. ------I am ſatisfied, fully (a. 
tisfied : I am more happy than I deſerve. I renounce, | 
throw away this moment every idle jealous Thought ; Yes, 
I will receive and ſubmit implicitly to every Law you pre- 
ſcribe ; nor will I ever more rebel againſt a Power ſo ſiveer, 
ſo lawful and fo juſt, 
| Soph, You promiſe much, and I doubt much; if you 
cou d gain ſuch a Victory over your ſelf, I might hope ------- 

Sir Geo. I promiſe, I declare, I vow, I never will pre- 
ſame again to doubt your Conduct. Hence, from this mo- 
ment away! Be gone every weak, mean, low, diſtruſtful 
Imagination---- May Heaven, may you whenever I break 
this Promiſe, puniſh me; If ever any future jealous Tran- 
port. | 


Betty Enters and delivers a Letter to Sophronia. E, 
George ſtarts, and turns Pale. 


Soph. to Betty. Let the Servant wait, I will anſwer it 
preſently. [¶Aſide.] Go on, Sir George you were ſaying 
juſt now that------ n 
Sir Geo. in @ lower Tone of Voice, 7 Ma 

Madam, I beg ten thouſand Pardons. You have ſome pri- 
vate Buſineſs I ſee ;---- and perhaps I ſhall interrupt----, 

Soph. How do you do, Sir? Your Colour, the Tone gf 

our Voice is changed ; this Alteration in you ſurprizes me ; 
cannot imagine what has happened to you. 

Sir Geo, A ſudden Pain; a Trembling, Madam, juſt 
now ſeiz d me; I am hardly able to ſpeak +-----. 

Soph. Are you often taken thus ? 

Sir Geo. Sometimes. 

Soph. When a Letter comes croſs you on a ſudden, or ſo. 

Sir Geo. A Letter, Madam | | 

Soph. Weak, weak Man! Come I'll be your Doctor for 
ance ; there take it, take it. ! 
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} $ir Geo. No, 10, Madam I will not take it! Ha, Ha, 1 
* plainly now what it is you wou d accuſe me of; F 


will not touch it, upon my Soul J wont, but if ------ 


' Soph. Read, Read it I ſay, and ſet your poor Heart at 
Reſt. | 
Sir Geo. You treat me as if I were the weakeſt, the moſt 
jealous Creature breathing ; but now Madam, I have an 
Opportunity of giving you a Proof, that my Heart has 
taken no manner of Umbrage at this Letter, therefore I 
am reſolved not to look upon it. ; 
Soph. If you reſolve not to read it, it wou'd be very 
wrong in me to preſs you, I was indeed about to ask you if 
you knew the Hand only 
Sir Geo. The Hand, Madam! ---- I, ---- my Willis wholly 
your Servant ; and if you command me to read it for you, 
I muſt obey, to ſerve you Madam------, 
| Soph. Ay, ay, for me Sir, Take it, Read it for me. 

Sir Geo. *Tis in abſolute Submiſhon to your Authority; 
and I am very ſure 1 may ſay that -----. 

= ph That you have no manner of Curioſity, No, no, 
Read it. g 
Sir Geo, Lady Francis Ombre's Hand as take it. 


Sir Geo. Reads. 


ce My Dear, if you will be of our Party at the Maſque- 
c rade, come away this moment; and over a Diſh of 

© Tea we will conſult our Characters, and the whole 
ce important Buſineſs of the Night. I loft 4co!. Ve- 
te ſterday to Pointer at Baſſet; my good Man Mr. 
« ___ Ombre will be moiſt 1 intemperate 
«© upon the News, but I have a Preſcription will ſet 
© him right. 
Tours, Fran, Ombre. 


Soph. So, now you are at Faſe again. At this Light the 
Phantom that frighted you has diſappeared. | 
Sir Geo. You imagine now that 
Soph. No, no; Say nothing ! Talking at this time will 
dut make you look filly . 

Sir Geo, You will believe me jealous then. Oh Sophro- 
ma, that you were but guilty of a Failing like this, 


Soph. You might have Reaſon to be alarm'd in Friend- | 
mip to me, for correſponding with this vain profuſe Wo- 
2 FOO 64.57” 5 Ka a yt C man, 
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man, Lady Frances; but J converſe with her, as I think I | 
have told you before, to ſerve her Family, Mr. Ombre, 
Her Husband, who doats upon her, is in a fair way to be 
undone for his Indulgence ; ſhe is run into all the Follies 
that a Court Education, a great Fortune, a fond Husband, 
and a thoughtleſs Heart cou'd give her That one Arti- 
cle of Play only wou'd ruin her, tho' ſhe were ſole Heireſs 
to the Bank of England. | 

Sir Geo. Alas poor Mr. Ombre! 

5. He is not jealous. : 

Sir Geo. Tho ſhe has Wit, Beauty, and Youth. 

Soph. Believe me, the Light you ſee us in, is reflected 
thro a Priſm : We are only gay Air; You drop the Glaſs, 
and are vex'd to find this Beauty, that but now charm'd you, 
ſunk into a joyleſs Vapour.------ | | 

Sir Geo, Tis too true, IF Life therefore be only a 
pleafing Dream; aiming at perfect Knowledge, is deſiring 
to be perpetually awake. 

Ig, We are agreeably deceiv'd, that is what we mean 
by Happineſs : Therefore ſhake off your inquiſitive Suſpici- 
on: Be ſatisfy'd with the preſent ; and expect the future 
with Temper, ----Stay till you are manacled. What! every 
marryd Man muſt run the Hazard: Tis Time enough to 
think on't then. In the mean Time, there is ſomething in 
our Nature gives us a ſtrange Inclination to what is for- 


tidden,----Jealouſy is a Monſter : Diſtruſt is the Devil, 


Diſtruſt is a cold, frofty, chilling Blaſt; 

A Tyrant that lays all the Country waſte : 
That canker d Worm corrodes the hlooming How 'r, | 
And evry ſpringing Sweet of Love devours, 


The End of the Firſfl AF, 
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Mr. Ombre. IF Man and Wife are one Fleſh , how comes 
it Lady Frances and 1 live ſo ill together? 
I thought, I reaſon d upon it; and I beliey'd, 2 ſeveral 


rs, 
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mes 
ler? 
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ö Contraries I had obſerv'd in our Conſtitutions, wou'd tem- 
per one another, and mix without fermenting : Her Viva- 
city, and my Phlegm : her Bloom, and my Autumn; the 
: Openneſs of her Mind, and the Cloſeneſs of mine: But 
alas, alas! inſtead of that, we live like Steel and Sulphur, 
in a perpetual Colliſion. 


ay 
* 
9 
.NJ 
8 
. 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Sir, my Lady —— 

Mir. Omtbre. Laſt Night was our Aſſembly ; for once a 
Month my Houſe blazes in its Turn with Wax-Lights, and 
Quality: What a Confuſion of Fiddlers, Belles, Beaus, Ba- 
; rons, Lords, Sharpers, Bubbles, Footmen and Flambeaux's 5 
It turns a Man's Brain to think ont. 

Betty. Sir, My Lady gives her Service, and if you're 
alone, will wait on you, —— 

Mr. Ombre. When ſhe pleaſes. - ¶ Exit Betty. 
+ While I, penſive in my Chamber, ſoberly ſwallow my Two 
Eggs, and drink my Sack and Water about Ten; at Five 
in the Morning Lady Frances honours me with her A 

| pearance : She has punted the whole Night unſucceſsfully to 
every Taillee------ The Company is broke up; and now, 
- without Breach of good Manners, ſhe has Leiſure to be out 

of Humour with her Fortune, and her Servants ; and fo 
beats her Lapdog, pinches Madamorſelle, rates the Maid, 


and throws the Paraquet out of the Window----Then turn- 


ing upon me, the moſt inſignificant of her Vaſſals, who 
have kept a profound Silence during this Storm; She is 


ſure I am very much out of Humour ; I am the ſtrangeſt 
Man: Lord, Lord, if ſhe was not the beſt humour'd Wo- 
man in the World, I have ſo odd a Turn with me, it wou'd 


be intolerable. And thus having finiſh'd her Family Lecture, 


he falls faſt aſleep, extremely ſatisfy d with ber Conduct. 


SCENE I. 
Mr. Ombre, and Lady Frances. 


Lady Fran. Your Servant, Sir 1—— 
Mr. Ombre. Your Servant! 
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Lady Fran. Iam afraid I diſturb d you this Morning, 
Mr. Ombre. I am afraid you diſturb me every Morning. 

I never wake, that I can be certain you have not engag! 

your Honour for the Bed I lie on.----- 

Lady Fran. Why now, my dear Mr. Ombre, how un 
reaſonable a way you have of Talking? 
Mr. Ombre. How unreaſonable a way you have of 

Acting? 

Lady Fan. You would pique me, I ſee ; but tis not to 


be done: I am heartily in Humour; and you ſha'nt dil. 


oblige me. 
Mr. Ombre. Tell me only, Lady Frances ; Give me you: 


Opinion: Don't you really think now, that by the Method 
you are 1n at preſent, you muſt in a little Time ruin me, 
your Fortune, your Reputation, and your Family ? 

Lady Fran. Lord, Lord ! Can you hope to be happy, 
when you conſtantly dream thus of falling Houſes, and Fire 
'Tis very unſociable---This 1 declare; if I am fo dan- 
gerous, why don't you lock me up? Immure me; Send me 
to the Great Room in your Hall-Houſe in SHropſbire, and 
there let me peck with your tame Patridges. 6 

Mr. Ombre. I never, you know it, Madam, never defir'd, 
or thought of debarring you. 

Lady Fan. No, Sir; it wou'd be an inſolent Imagi- 


nation 

Mr. Ombre. You fire, Madam. 

Lady Fan. I have Reaſon, when I come to talk to you 
ſeriouſly, and upon Buſineſs, and in the beſt Humour in the 
World; you put on a ſowre negative Face, before one utter, 
2 Syllable.----- | 

Mr. Ombre. Well---well----To your Bus'neſs then.---- 

Lady Fran. Why---I have had a very ill Run, you know, 
a late; I am out a great Sum; and in order to be at Home 
again, Whe, Whe ! I wou'd propoſe to you now a Security 
upon my Pin-Money.----You know, tis more decent and re. 
gular for you to be concern d in this Affair than a Stranger ; 
and I wou'd only take up Five or Six Hundred----- | 

Mr. Ombre. I have no Money, Madam. 

Lady Fran. Nor Credit, Sir ?----- | 

Mr. Ombre. Not to ſquander on the Vices and Vanity of 
a ſilly Woman. 1 
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Lady Frances, Look'e, in half a Word, as well as ten 


a, 1 * thouſand—I muſt have it; towe a few Bills, and they 
5 ws muſt be anſ{wer'd,—1o don't curl your Forehead for the 
Sag Matter, Sir. Let me ſee——Ay, [ looking in her Pocket- 
„ un. Book ] one hundred and fifty Pound to Mr. Levant 
fifty Pound to the Honourable Mrs. Palmer, and two hun- 
> of dred Pound to young Spadilio at Ombre I muſt ſend 
John away this Minute with the Bills. 
8 Mr. Ombre. T'll pay none of 'em 
1 dit Lady Frances. My Dear 
Mr. Ombre. I ſay, I'll pay away no more of my Money 
e your to Thieves, Sharpers and Pickpockets Oons ! Ma- 
echo) dam, do you think I can ſee you thus ſtupidly rob your 
n me ſelf and me every Day, and be able to live? 
| Lady Frances. And do you think I am able to 
nappy, | live under the Infamy of not paying my Debts of Ho- 
9 nour? ; 
_ Mr. Ombre. Debts of Honour! Humph! — Come 
1 III talk this Matter over a little coolly with you. 
1 Lady Frances. I beſeech you let us preſerve Temper at 
5 leaſt. 
leſircd Mr. Ombre. Prithee then, what muſt be the Conſe- 
! quence if you ſhould not pay theſe Debts of Honour? 
FW Lady Frances. Conſequence ! Lord, you know as well as 
— I, I muſt never appear again. 
Mr. Ombre. Hahl 
to vou | Lach Frances. "Tis a more ignoble ſort of Excommu- 
x * nication, for I muſt not be ſeen ſo much as at Church 
utter; tis a kind of Tranſportation out of this World, for the 
moſt di ſhonourable Felony 
Mr. Ombre. Good Lack! 
know. Lad Frances. I ſhould be ſhut out of the Drawing · 
Hom: Room, Park, Playhouſe, Aſſemblies and Maſquerades; 
curit) m; Viſits wou'd neither be receiv'd nor return'd. 
dre At Ombre. Indeed! | 
nee: Lady France. ——And, in ſhort, I muſt never pretend 
Ser? to Play again. 
Mr. Ombre. Have you no better Reaſons to induce me 
4 to pay this Money ? | 
ity of © Lady Frances. Better Reaſons ! 
pd Mr. Ombre. Ay; for you know if theſe Things ſhould 


3 happen thus, you might poſſibly be reduc'd to live in your 
Lad) % own Family, and learn the Exerciſe of ſome of t ſe 
2 Virtues by which your noble Anceſe*s raiſed this Repu- 
I | tation 


” 
. 
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tation and Fortune you are now thus ſcandalouſly throw- 
ing away. 

Lady Frances. Look'e, Sir, I am moſt cordially weary 
of this perpetual Jangling ; your Taſte and mine are ex- 
tremely diſtant; we are never in the ſame Key, and fince 
one time or other it muſt come to that I think 

Mr. Ombre. What, Madam ? 

Lady Frances, We ſhould agree—to prevent the Trou- 
ble and Scandal of a Law Suit. 

Mr. Ombre. Towhat ? 

Lady Frances. To a Separation by Conſent. 

Mr. Ombre. Umph - you warm again, Madam. 

Lady Frances. I aflure you, Sir, I am in earneſt. 

Mr. Ombre. Indeed you are not. 

Lady Frances. You may fancy ſo, Sir, but 

Mr. Ombre. If I ſhould now give you up to the wild 
Conduct of your own irregular Ae you wou'd ſoon 
find, Madam, by the ſevereſt Proofs, how unfit you are 
to miniſter to your own Happineſs. 

Lady Frances, We differ violently in our Notions 
Think upon it, and let me have your Propoſals. 

My. Ombre. Were my Heart diſengaged from this 
Weakneſs, which eſtill hangs about me, — calls you the 
deareſt part of me. Wou'd the Friendſhip I have for 

our Family ſuffer me to put it ſo abſolutely in your 
Parry to undo your ſelf; yet, Oh! be aſſured, whenever 
your Follies glare upon you in their natural Light; when 
your Fortune, and perhaps your Reputation, are both loſt, 
then this Husband, this injured Man, muſt be your Fence 
in Adverſity; thither you muſt retreat, when all the 
gay, fluttering, empty Coxcombs of both Sexes, have 
forſaken and deſpiſed you. 

Lady Frances, Well ! Well! do not preach in this dire- 
ful Key, if I ſhould happen to be a little Wrong in this 


Matter—You know when one's Honour is engag'd, Dearee. 


Mr. Ombre. Honour! what was Honour but Juſtice and 


Virtue, till Avarice and Revenge taught it to give a 
Sanction to Robbery and Murther? What is there I 
would not conſent to What wou'd I not ſacrifice to 
indulge you in, that wou'd not moſt certainly end in your 
entire Ruin as well as mine? Hou ſcandalous a Thing 


is an undone Woman-Gameſter ? A He-Bubble, when he 


is Beggar'd, is permitted now and then to attend on the 


Chair ofa Raſcal who ruin'd him; and goes a piece to 
nothing 


nothing for 
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Bread But to what ſuch Circumſtances 


* wou'd reduce a Woman, a Woman of Education and Di- 


* 


1 
# 


ſtinction, it makes me ſhudder to reflect, and I won't give 
you the Pain to hear. | 

Lady Frances. Come, come, declaim no more; I will 
do any thing you'd have me; tho' indeed now, Sir, you 
muſt reſolve, I am ſure you muſt, to acquit me of this 
Engagement, [ ſobbing] or to break my Heart—-lI ſhall 


ne--never be a-able to out. live it. [ Meeping.] 
Mr. Ombre. I'll warrant you; and be Heart-whole ma- 


ny Years after your Eſtate is departed. 


99 


4 


even in the Apprehenſion of it, ſhakes me with the ut- 
moſt Confuſion. 


# 
© 


p 4 
4 


| 7 Heart. 
rity: You ſay the Debt is four hundred Pound ; to ſhow 


F+ 
* 


Lady Frances. As you are a Man of Honour; as you are 


a Gentleman; as you are my Friend, preſerve my Repu- 


tation from this Stain; ſave me from a Shame, which, 


[ will promiſe — I will engage. 

Mr. Ombre. Well, Madam, I will deſerve to reclaim 
you, tho' I never do. If you give me your Honour, and 
ſurely you'll think it as Obligatory in this Caſe as the 
other ; if you'll give me your Honour never to Play any 
more, for a Sum I mean, I will ballance this Account now. 

Lady Frances, Upon my Honour I never will, that is, 
not exceeding my Allowance, but within my own Pin- 
Money. | 

Mr. Ombre. Oh how this Paſſion plays about your 
Remember, Madam, your Honour is my Secu- 


how much I depend on your 'Truth, I will put into your 
Hands, Bills for one thouſand Pound : You have other 


Debts, I believe, which, tho' perhaps not ſo honourable, 


— ought to be diſcharg'd. 
Lady Frances, Why, you croſs Thing you, how good 


3 
" 
1 
* 
# 
5 
4 


you give a Body ſo much Pain tho'? 


Wherefore wou'd 
but you think, 


you can be when you will now 


I ſuppoſe, your Wiſdom would be of no uſe to you, if 
you did not now and then Moralize your Wife. 


> Mr, Ombre. 


I doubt we have neither of us Wiſdom +: 


enough to reform her. 


Lady Frances. 


Lord, Lord, you are too wiſe methinks— 


Go. go, fetch the Bills, Sir, that I may keep my Tune. 


Mr. Ombre. I obey you, Madam, this Moment. 
[Exit Mr, Ombre. 
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Enter Sophronia, 


Lady Frances. Oh my dear Sopbronia, comfort me, com 
fort me. 

Sopb. What now Lady Frances? you fluſh. 

Lady Frances, Here has been a Gentleman who haz: 
given me ſuch a cold Ague Lecture on Sobriety. 

Soph. You look a little Council-nipp'd. 

Lady Frances, He cuts like an Eaſterly Wind. 


Sopb. Tis a kindly Correction to ſtop your too luxu- 


riant Bloom. 
Lady Frances. But Nature will have her Courſe, Child, 


for all his pruning Wiſdom. Let him wear his own 
ſad-colour'd Diſpoſition as he pleaſes; why ſhould I be 


dreſs'd in Iron grey? No, I am 7 and free, and will 
t 


engage every riſing Moment, with all the dancingJoys that 
Health and Liberty preſent before me. 

Sopb. Then you defign to Play till ? 

Lady Frances. Yes, my dear Child. 

Soph. To what Intent? 

Ladv Frances. To puſh my Fortune, and circulate my 
Blood. | 

Soph. You have a good Eſtate, and are in Health. 

Lady Frances, Ay,——but you know one wou'd 

oy. Have more than enough, and be better thar 
well. 

Lady Frances, Hah ! 

Soph. How are you ſure you ſhall not catch a Fever, 


vr be undone? 


Lady Frances. Dear Angel, I wiſh thou wert marry'd 


to my Dear. 

Soph. Why ſo? 

Lady Frances, That you might hate Gravity as much as 
do. Come, come with me into the next Room, and 


will ſhow you what Habits I have prepared for the Maſ- + 
querade to Night; I am in doubt whether I ſhall be a a 


Shepherdeſs ora Nun, a Dairy-maid or a Quaker. 


Soph. Ay, we are forced to affect to be Innocent to be 


Charming. 


Lady Frances. Tell me, my Dear, ſhall I break upon 'em 4 
like the Day, in the rural Simplicity of an imaginary Vir- 
gin, ſtolen from the Care of her innocent Flock; my 


Ay 
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Head adorn'd by a Noſegay of Artificial Flowers, mingled 
with blazing Brilliants of the firſt Water ? 
 Sopb. I ſhould rather chuſe to ſtiffen my Features, ana 
com. Kill with a ſanctified Ogle, thro' a pinched Luteſtring, and 
a quilled Pinner. 
Lady Frances. Or ſuppoſe I triumph to Night in a 
10 hat round Ear Quoif, only of the fineſt Mecklin ? have 
known it do Execution. 
Soph. Why wou'd you arm your ſelf thus? you forget 
you are a Wife, and like a filly Country man, you waſte 
luxu- your Powder to kill the Game you dare not touch. 
Lady Frances. Lord! Couſin, don't you conceive there 
Child, may be a Pleaſure in the Chace, tho' one never taſtes the 
3 own Veniſon?——Well then, poſitively I will be a Prude, a 
1 1 be religious Prude; I will appear in all the gloomy inac- 
d will ceſſible Charms of a young Devotee ; there is ſomething 
s that in this Character ſo {weet and forbidden. 


Enter Mr. Ombre with Bills, advancing to 
Sophronia, and bowing, 


Mr. Ombre. Madam [Giving the Bills. ] 

Lady Frances. Oh! your Servant Are they all Bank, 

—_— Ir} 

than Mr. Ombre. They are I thought once to have ſent this 
Sum to you in Specie, that you might have meaſur'd the 
Value by your Eye, inſtead of your Imagination; perhaps 

ever, that might have given you a juſter Idea of the intrin- 
ſick Worth. | | 

rry'd | Soph. Fye; at that rate a Lady of Quality; one that 
has any Taſte I mean, cou'd never march but like a Ge- 
neral, with covered Waggons in her 0 8 

ch as Lady Frances. Ha! Ha! or as in Sweden, where they 

and | drive Wheel-barrows of Money to Market before em 

Maſ- Well, you are a moſt unpolite Thing—but you are good- 

natur'd, and therefore I tolerate your Barbariſms . 


Come Spb. 


[ Exennt Lady and Sopby. 
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Mr. Ombre ſolus. 


This Woman is like a great Diamond; the Pride of be- 
ing her Owner, and the Joy of beholding her, do by no 
means recompence the Fear of her Loſs, and the Ex- 

ence of her Keeping: She plays her Luſtre before every 
ye, and muſt, in a little time, be either bought or ſtolen 
without my Conſent. If this Project of mine does prove 
a Specifick ; if by this means I can hunt her down to Sub- 
jection and good Houſewifery; if I can ruin her at Play 
ſo that——— Oh, Sir George 


Enter Sir George. 


Sir George. Where is Sophronia, Sir? I thought I ſaw 
her juſt now trip thro* that Gallery with Lady Frances 
and a young Gentleman in Blue. 

Mr. Ombre. Bleſs us! you young Fellows live in a 
continued Glow of Jealouſy: Ah! when the cold Wa- 
ter of Matrimony ſhall quench your. Logwood a little, 
you'll be aſtoniſhed how you cou'd ever fear to part with 
what you have no manner of Inclination to uſe. 


Sir George. Is that young Captain, Sir, any Relation of 


my Lady's, or— 

Mr. Ombre. I know ee of a young Captain, Sir; 
my Wife, and your Miſtreſs, are gone into the next 
Room to look upon ſome Masking Habits; they are buſy 
about nothing, and you are buſy about them, and ſo my 
Buſineſs is like to come to nothing. 

Sir George. I attend you with Temper, Sir. If you 
Have any Service for me, here is my Heart and my Hand. 

Mr. Ombre. Why J have projected, you muſt know, to 
cheat my ſelf of my whole Eftate. | 

Sir George. A great Defign-—— Go on, Sir. 

Mr. Ombre. That is, I am to recover my Eſtate by 
loſing it. 

| 1 George, I am very ill at Riddles; pray, Sir, ex- 
ound. | | 

Mr. Ombre. My Wife, you know, is ſo extremely Po- 
lite——they ſay ſhe plays her Money very handſomly in- 
deed — ſo that ſometimes ſhe does me the Ho- 
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nour to throw off five or fix hundered Pounds in an Eve- 


ning. 
Sir George Yes, Sir. 
Mr. Ombre. Now I have entered into a League with a 


' choſen Band of Veterans, who are to ſet her to Night at 


the Maſquerade; they have all promis'd to act as my 
Deputies in this great Affair. 

Sir George. Very Good. 

Mr. Ombre. The Diſpoſition is this: Spadilio and 
Sopbronia attack her at Ombre, Pointer charges her at 
Picket, I deal to her, in a Mask, at Baſſet, and your Poſt 
is Hazard have furniſhed all my Auxiliaries with 
ready Money and Bills for their ſeveral Engagements. 

Sir George. And what do. you-propoſe by this? 

Mr. Ombre. To run her out of all her Money and Cre- 
dit; to ſubdue her ſo entirely, that ſhe ſhall not believe 
it is in my Power or her own to redeem either of us. 

Sir George, And then 

Mr. Ombre. To trundle her inſtantly into Sbrotſhire, and 
learn her to raiſe Paſte, and whip Syllabubs, inſtead of 
Punting at Baſſet, or playing Parties at Picket. 

Sir George. What if ſhe ſhould win? 

Mr. Ombre. That will be impoſſible againſt ſo ſtrong a 
Confederacy. | | 
Sir George. At Hazard, you know, and in Publick, 

Art has little to do. 

Mr. Ombre. That therefore is to be laſt tried; how- 
ever we have an equal Chance to puſh her there too. 

Sir George. Well, I have ſo much regard to you, I 
engage to play my Part as well as I can. 

Mr. Ombre. Step with me then into myCloſet, and you 
ſhall have further . 

Sir George. I'll follow you — I muſt have a Word or 


two with my Servant, whom I ſee coming this Way. 
[Exit Mr. Ombre. 


Sir George and Whiſper, 


Sir George, Where have you been, Sir ? 
Whiſper. Where I have heard ſuch News, Sir ! 
Sir George. Well, and how, and how Whiſper? 
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Whiſper. Lord! Sir, be not in ſuch a hurry. I am a 
fair Argoſie, richly laden with private Intelligence, and 
ſafely arriv'd in the Harbour of Curioſity. 
Sir George, You Metaphorical Coxcomb, ſpeak com- 
mon Senle, and lay where you have been, 

W hi/per. Such another Word, Sir, and I am dumb for 
ever. 

Sir George. I ſubmit : Enjoy your Loquacity, T'll attend 
üll the Froth evaporates. 

Whiſper. Methinks you don't ſet that value upon me 
which you ought, Heream Ia | ors Domeſtick Spy, only 
in private Life; a very little degree above a Pimp, for 


want of having my Genius indulged and known. Ah! if 


inſtead of being inviolably attached to you, I had ap- 
ly'd my ſelf to Cardinal Alleroni, Sir, I ſhould not have 
8 thus uſed. 

Sir George. Well, Sir, but to the Point. 

Whiſper. It was neceflary, as I take it, Sir, for your 
Affairs with Sophronia, that you ſhould know all her 
Correſpondence. In order to this, I made an Intrigue 
with Celia's Woman, your Miftrefles Friend, in whoſe 
Houſe ſhe lodges, with Mrs. Dorothy Fidget. 

Sir George. Very good with Cælia's Woman? 

1 biſper. Ay, Sir; a Miniſter that has no Intereſt with 
the Fair, will hardly carry any Point of Moment: Tis 
there we come at all the. little ſecret Windings of the 
Heart—— The World is, and was, and ever will be go- 
vern'd by Women. | | 

Sir George, Damn your Impertinence—— what have you 
learn'd? ſpeak. | e 5 

Whiſper, Patience! Sir, Patience Why I have pick'd 
her Cabinet by this falſe Key, her Woman; I have worm'd 
my ſelf into her little impertinent Heart; and now all 
the private Aﬀairs of the Family run out from her as 
thro' a Sieve, on every fide. 

Sir George, Well, Sir, wou'd you but open your Packet 
once. * ASS 1 5 
Whiſper. Firſt then, ſhe declares, Celia is not married 
to Eſquire Smart. | 

Sir George, How! | | 

Whiſper. Secondly, ſhe depoſes, the ſaid Eſquire Srart 
gives out in Speeches, that he defigns to purchaſe So- 
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Sir 
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Sir George. Purchaſe her, vain Ideot ! What Price can 
urchaſe her? 
' * Whiſper. Why Pin-Money, Aly-Money, Ready-Money, 
m- _ Matrimony. | 
* Sir George. If ſhe cou'd break her Vows to me, which 
for I think 


= 
A. 
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IW biſper. Impoſlible ! 
nd Sir George. Wou'd ſhe tack her ſelf to an Ideot ? 

! Whiſper. An Ideot! 'tis a wholſome Cordial when ta- 
me len for Health and Convenience only? | 
ly Sir George. What Health, what Convenience, Puppy? 
for  Thiſper. A Looker on ſees more than a Gameiter — 

if pour Head is heated with the Game. Give me leave 
p- © only to think this Matter over a little temperately for 
ve vou; Sopbronia, you xnow, has Senſe; ſuppoſe now ſhe 

mould happen one time or other to imagine that 3000 

Pounds a Year, with the Government of a Fool, might 
ur pe perferable to the ſmall Eſtate, and imperious Wiſdom 
er of a jealous Man of Senſe. 
ue Sir George. Diſtracting Torture — that Thought is 
We propbane, Il hear no more wait on her this Mo- 

ment from me, and tell her I beg ſhe will favour me with 

one Word only before ſhe drefles for the Maſquerade. 
th ; | [ Exit Sir George. 
pa M biſper. It ſhall be done, Sir. What have we here? Mrs. 
he _ Elizabeth, Madam Sophronia's Utenfil, in a natural Contem- 
o- plation on the tender Nonſenſe of a Billet Deux. 
ou 0 K | 75 . 7 
Enter Betty with a Letter in her Hand which 
d V her Lady gave her in the firſt Act. 
Wo J 2 | 
all + Betty, I quite forgot to put this Letter upon my 
as Lady's Cabinet, as ſhe adored me; I'll read it over again, 

4 N it may learn one to indite; theſe Gentlefol ks do 
et write ſo purely — | 

* TWhuſper. Ah! a Letter of her Miftreſs's — I muſt 
cd haze it. 

> Betty. [Reading] My Dear, do not fear your Ri — 

2 Ri—val — for | 
r. [4s foe & reading Whiſper ftrals behind her, and 
S- NY ſnatching at the Letter in her Hand, tears half of 


it off. ] 


Betty. 


26 The MASQUERA'DE. 


Hetty. Ah Ah — 

Whiſper. — Peace, you ſqueak ing Paraquet. 

Betty. Why ſure, Mr. Whiſper, 'tis very 
fine, — you've torn my Lady's Letter here quite in two. 
. Whiſper. — Aye, 'tis very true my, Lambkin —— 
give me the other half, won't thou ? 

Betty. [I'll ſee you hang'd firſt. 

Whiſper. By the Middle, like a Cat in a Hare Warren. 

Betty. An impudent Blockhead! J am ſure you have 
frighted me ſo I have got the Paripitation o'the Heart, 


ſo that I tremble like an Aſpin-Leaf, as they ſay. 


Whiſper. Will you give me the other half, pretty one 
—do— and [I'll kiſs thee till thy Ears crack. 
Betty. Why ſurely Braſs, give me that piece again, 


will you, that I may lay it upon the Cabinet, and make 


my Lady believe the Monkey tore it. 

Whiſper. Give me the other piece, and let Puſs com- 
Plain o'the Monkey as much as ſhe pleaſes. 

Betty. You're an ugly, impertinent, ſneaking, weaſel- 
fac'd, meddling Puppy, and I will tell my Lady, and 
ſhe will tell Sir George, and [Crying ] [ Exit, 

Whiſper. ¶ Mocking her, and Singing] Go tell your Lady, tell 
Tale, go tell your Lady, do — ſo — now let us ſee what we 
have here [reading] My Dear — Treaſon — Trea- 
ſon — [reading] Viflorious Charms um, um, um, Sir 
George, who « moſt odious. Oons, here's a bit of Wildfire 
will blow him up in a Moment. I'll juſt put it into his 
Hand, only touch him with it, and he flyes off in a flaſh 
I warrant him. [Exit Whiſper. 


Enter Lady Frances and Sophronia. 


Lady Frances. Stay but one Moment, my Dear: and 
we will take our Chairs and go together, I will juft in- 
cloſe theſe Bills, theſe Debts of Honour, and wait on 


you; in the mean time | think I ſee a Gentleman talking 


with his Servant yonder, who, if he ſhould come this 


way, wou'd entertain your Ladyſhip more agreeably. 
Exit Lady Frances. 


Sopb. Perhaps not, for he looks but gloomily me- 
thinks ; I'll obſerve him a little. 


Enter 1: 


1 
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very | Enter Sir George with that Piece of the torn 
two. Letter in his Hand which Whiſper took from 
— . 


12898 George. Rage, rage, revenge! my trembling Limbs 
ſink under me, inhuman and unge nerous Maid Ah, 
bare take thou heed, take good heed, that now no blind Ca- 


leart, price miſlead thee guard I ſay, | oupls well the jealous 
| 1 of thy Heart, leſt any of thy wonted, ill-ground- 

one ed Suſpicions ſhou'd impoſe again on thy too credulous 
. __ Senſes; conſult thy Reaſon then, thy cooler Reaſon: let 
. that ſure Guide conduct thee; be thou well aſſured now 


tkhat thy Suſpicions have a ſolid Foundation: Yes, this 
Letter is a moſt certain umerring Evidence of her Falſe- 
com hood. It is, it is her Hand-writing, alas! too too well 1 
Know it. Oh Heaven Oh my torn, bleeding, 


uy. aking Heart! I would purchaſe with my whole Eſtate the 
and other half of this little Paper — Let me once more, yes, 
3 let me trembling read theſe broken Lines that thus di- 
I * vide my Soul with Fear and Rage. [Reading] 
+ * My Dear, ; 
, | Do not fear your Rival 
dfire diſturb not your poor Heart 
o his tho” your viftorious Charms 
Haſh g be aſſured I cheriſh moſt tenderly 
per. f you know'all my Heart 5 
Sir George, who moſt odious 
the ſole Lord and Maſter 


It is my Fate, tis my hard Fate, and I ſubmit to it; alas! it 
is too plain; I have no occaſion to ſee the other half of this 
Paper — She comes, the Syren comes ; now let me cover, 
let me conceal my Reſentment, I will try if I can play 
her own little wicked Acts upon her, I'll rein my Rage 
with my Reaſon; yes, I will diſſemble my Wrongs, and 
behold how ſhe behaves under this apparent Conviction. 
e. Soph. I am glad you are returned, Sir George, I ſent for 

= you. ; 

1 Sir George. [ Aſide] Oh the beauteous, guilty, faithleſs 
Charmer, how ſhe hides her Crime! ; 


Soph, 
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Soph. You are to be concerned you know in a Project 


with us to Night — Now 
Sir George. Yes, Madam, but ——— 
Sopb. But, I'll ha' no Buts Mr. Ombre has let 
= into his Deſign, either to ruin himſelf at Play with 


is Wife by our Hands, or to reclaim, if poſlible, a Wo- 


man that 

Sir George. Change the Subject I beg you, attend me one 
Moment only — and, if I am not wholly your Averſion, 
pray will you tell me, and tell me directly, to whom you 

ave lately written Madam. 
on To whom I have lately written! why that 
jon? 

Sir George. Only a little fooliſh Curioſity, that is all. 

Soph. Curioſity is one of the Children of Jealouſy. 

Sir George, No, Madam, no, Iam too punctual to your 
Commands to be jealous. 

Soph. I will anſwer directly then. I have written 
twice, I think, to my Uncle Sir Horatio in York ſpire, once 
to my Coutin Cælia, and twice to the Lady Harriot Bloom; 
have been particular what now, are you ſatisfied ? 

Sir George. Are you ſure you have not written to any 
one elſe lately? 

Soph. No, certainly no, you aſtoniſh me! 

Sir George, Before you are ſo very ſure, ask your Me- 
mory a Queſtton or two, and if that be not as treacherous 
as your Heart. 

Soph. Sir, 

Sir George. Madam. | 

Soph. Good Heaven! what is the meaning of all this? 
have you then, have you loſt your Senſes? ſpeak 
are you in Health? _ | 

Sir Georze. Yes, I have loſt my Senſes, my Eyes have 
drawn a Poiſon in, that have infected my whole Frame; 
am fick of a falſe perfidious Woman. 

Soph. Unjuſt! ungrateful Man! 

Sir George. 
rhe little, ſubtle, fraudful Windings of Deceit — But to 
confound, and fix you at once, look here, Madam, behold 


this Writing — Who was the happy Man that thus employ- 


td your tender Eloquence ? 


Soph. This Letrer'=== Oh! it ſeems here lyes the 
Foundation of all this jealous Wrath. 


Sir 


” 2 a { 
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Ah! that double Heart of thine knows all 
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Sir George. Do you not bluſh when you behold it, 


let the Guilty bluſh. 
Is not this, ſay only, is not this your Hand- 


| Madam? 


Soph. No 

Sir George. 
writing ? 2 ; 

Soph. TI own it Sir, I did write this. 

Sir George, What ? Dare you own it too, and to my 
Face avow your Falſhood? And were all theſe affecti- 
onate, ſoft Sentiments, deſigned to entertain an Uncle, 
or a Kinſwoman, ſay you? 

Sepb. I ſaid not ſo no, Sir, they were deſigned for 
one I love, for one whoſe Heart is mine; and may our 
mutual Affections increaſe without any noiſy Interruption 
from jealous Impertinents. 

Sir George, Oh! give me Patience, Patience. 

Soph. Temper your Rage, with-hold your raſh Re- 
proaches. Altho' my Heart, yet diſengaged, acknowledges 
no Authority from thee, nor is obliged to account to thee 
for any Motion, yet I will acquit my ſelf of this wrongful, 
low Accuſation : Yes, my Innocence ſhall ſtrike thee in 
ſo full, ſo ſtrong a Light, that thou thy ſelf ſhalt pronounce 
Judgment upon thy ſelf. | 

Sir George, You talk haughtily, Madam, and in Clouds, 
dark, dark, and unintelligible. 

Soph. Be patient only one Moment. [Rings a hand Bell.] 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Did your Ladyſhip ring, Madam ? 

Sopb. Betty, tell this Gentleman what became of the Let- 
ter I gave you about an Hour fince to lay upon my Cabinet. 

Betty. Why, Madam, if your Ladyſhip won't be angry, 
was reading the Letter in the Parlor here as I went along, 
and Mr. Whiſper, that Gentleman's Gentleman, who 1s 
always, I think, prying and peeping into every Thing, 
came behind me, and catching over my Shoulder, before 
{ was aware, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip, he ſnatch'd at 
the Letter, and I held it faſt, but for all that, he tore away 
half of it, indeed, Madam, 'tis true. 

Soph. Where is the other half? 

Betty. Here, Madam, in my Pocket. 

Soph. Give it me; now be gone [Exit Betty] Here, 


Sir, take this, we ſhall now ſoon ſee where the Gan 


30 The MAS uE RAD k. 


and where the Shame ought to be, read, Sir, and read 
aloud, I ſhall not bluſh. 
[Sir George reading to himſelf a little, bs Hand ſhake- 
ing, and ſtaring guiltily. ] 
F - Begin, Sir, read, is your Rival very formid- 
* 
Sir George. [Reads] 


My Dear, 
D not fear your Rival, for ſo Mr. Smart has declared bim- 
ſelf, diſturb not your poor Heart, fear nothing, Cælia, tho? 
your vittorious Charms have loſt all their Power o'er your 
Lover, yet be aſſured I cheriſh moſt tenderly the Friendſhip we 
have made. You know all my Heart « wholly and nviolably 
engaged to Sir George, who moſt odious and intolerable us be 


„ in bu jealous Fits, is yet the ſole Lord and Maſter of all my 


Wiſhes. 
Sophronia. 


Soph. Well, Sir, what ſay you now? 

Sir George. [ In a lou Tone. ]}] A — A — Ma— Madam, I 
ſay, I fay — I confeſs my ſelf the moſt unworthy Wretch 
that breathes, this Object ought to ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. 
I ſee, I ſee the moit execrable Injuſtice of my Accu- 
ſation, and it wou'd be the laſt Impudence in me to plead. 

Soph. Sir, I have only this te ſay, I am very ſorry 
this Paper has diſcovered to you what I never defigned 
you ſhou'd have known; farewel for ever. 

Sir George. Stay, Madam, flay, ſtay but one Moment. 

Soph. No, Sir, no, you ſhall abuſe me no more with 
your infamous Suſpicions. 

Sir George. Excuſe a Wretch made miſerable by an un- 
happy Accident. Conſider, Madam, I cou'd not have 
lov'd you, and to that Exceſs I do, and have been inſen- 
ſible, wholly unſtirr'd at this Letter: It certainly wou'd 
have alarmed a colder Heart than mine, when I believed 
my ſelf robb'd of all the Treaſure of my future happy 
Days. 'Tell me, Madam, think your ſelf how any Man 
that loved muſt have behaved on this Occafion, if I have 
been drawn into this Error who am naturally warm? 

Soph. You ought to have braved, and oppoſed every 
Evidence, after what J have often ſaid to you — if you 
retained the leaſt Reſpect, or indeed the leaſt Merit. 


Sir 


—— 
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Sir George. The leſs my Merit, Madam, the more, the 
ſtronger were my Fears; we ſee the moſt ſhining Glories 
are the moſt fading, and our, Suſpicions paint em to our 
Minds {till lying. I, who. know how little J can deſerve 
you, know that very Thought breeds Fears and jealous 
Doubts. 

Soph. Nay, Sir, if you are not conſcious of any Thing 
wrong in this Behaviour, Heaven forbid that [ | 

Sir George. I am guilty, I don't defend my Folly, I only 
beg to be forgiven — and if that be too much, yet let me 
ask, in the Merit of the pureſt Affection that ever inſpired 
the Heart of Man, tho' your Reſentment be unappeaſable, 
tho' my Crime be never to be remitted; tho” you have 
no Regard to that Love which occafioned it; nor to this 
Repentance which my Soul pours out before you : Yet, 
Madam, yet, ſuffer me by one happy Blow, at leaſt, to 
eaſe my Heart of Tortures not to be endured. It is impoſ- 
fible to ſurvive the Loſs of you. Oh! Madam, ſay, if I 
am never to hope Forgiveneſs, tell me ſo, that I may 
puniſh this Heart, this Traytor, this perfidious, baſe, 
diſtruſtful Heart, that thus has ruin'd its moſt wretched 
Maſter ; I ſhall be happy if my Death defaces the Memo- 
ry of me and my Crime, if no Traces remain within your 
Breaſt of the leaſt Averſion to an unhappy Man. 

Soph. Why do you talk thus? 

Sir George. Turn, turn, and ſpeak, Madam; pardon 
me but with a Look, if it is too much to ſpeak to your 
Offender. 

Soph. What, ſhall I pardon you once more, once more 
to be affronted by ſome new Tranſport of your jealous 
Rage ? | 

81 George. The Injuries that Love occaſions, Love 
ſhould pardon. 

Soph. No Love can excuſe ſuch barbarous Uſage. 

Sir George. The Criminal is puniſhed in his Crime. 

Soph. No, no, ſay no more, you deſerve it, and I muſt, 
I muſt hate you. 

Sir George. Will you then, can you hate me for loving 
you to this Exceſs? Your Suppliant but intreats for Ju- 
ſtice, Madam; hold me not in Torture, give me my 
Death or Pardon. 

Soph, Oh Lud!— Oh Lud! — I fhall forgive him, I 
find I ſhall. 


Sir 


oo 


MLT EC 


— — & 


- "he - 4 & * 


ES . wh, & « af — 
»# MR . wy = p . 
F B p 


2 
- 2 - 
1 — 8 


4 


1 4% — þ 4 — — 
— . — — mn ia ©..& 3 — 


9 r * 


=» OS 


Fe, 

» 
1 
1 
* 
1 
3 

} 

? 
<< 
if 


32 The MAS MaquER ADE. 


Sir George. Reſolve, Oh! then reſolve at once, let 
not this n tender Moment of your Goodneſs waſte, 


but pardon me. 

Soph. Alas! 'tis done I fear, and ] fear I ſhall repent it, 
when one ſays one cannot hate a Criminal, what has he 
more to wiſh ? 

Sir George. Oh my Adorable ! my deareſt Defire ! 

Soph. No more, no more fooling; Lady Frances 
expects me, I muſt leave you remember to de- 
ſerve this Mercy, Sir your Servant Oh! 
vou know where we are to meet at Ten. 

Sir George. Lou will give me leave, Madam, to wait 
on you to your Chariot. 

Soph. For Love ſake, Sir, endeavour for the future to 
be more a Maſter of your Paſſions, or this Tempeſt, which 
perpetually riſes in your Imagination, will one time or 
other wreck you. 

Sir George. I will endeavour, Madam; tho' the Learn- 
ed in the Art of Love tell us, theſe little Brigues ſweeten, 
and doubly endear every Reconcilement. 


Storms riſe unſeen in tender Lovers Minas, 

And Summer Seas are plougb'd by Southern Winds ; 
Soon the vex d Waves their wonted Calm regain, 
And the ſort Jars of Love are loſt in Love again. 


The End of the Second AQt. 
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1 er I SCENT 1 


Scene, a Maſquerade-Room in Imitation of that 
"I in the Hay-Market; ſeveral People in Maſ- 
3 querade. Aſter a Dance. 5 


* WW P32. 42 4 a : wa A g 
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a 


M. Ombre and Sir George come forward. 


: Mr. Ombre. 


OW came this elegant Iniquity to croſs the Alps in 
the Name oft Virtue 

Sir Geo. As other Vices haye Sir, for the Entertain- 
ment of the Politer World, who are above Sinning with 
the Vulgar in publick. 
| Mr. Ombre. And whence did this Archimagus conceive 
> the Thought of forming a Livelyhood, from conjuring 
up Spirits at Midnight thus ? 
| Sir Geo. Why, by contemplating his own beautiful 
: Muſcles ina Glaſs, he found it out, he ſhou'd riſe by a 
Maſque. | 

Mr. Ombre. See the Room begins to fill — what plenty 
of Diana's Nuns and Shepherdeſſes there are yonder 
moving towards the Buffet. 

Sir Geo. Thoſe are Votaries of Venus, in Italy they are 
call'd Courtezans, in $aiv, Margaretta's, in France, Hl- 
les de Joye, and all over Great- Britain, Strumpets. 

Mr. Ombre. Hah — they are dreſs'd with more Pro- 
priety, than they imagine I believe. : 

Sir Geo- That Archbiſhop you ſee yonder, is a Stock- 
3 'Jobber, and the Cardinal who ſtands next to him, is a 
noted Pickpocket — That Hackney Coachman is a Lord, 
and that Lord is z'Hackney Coachman; they are neither 
of 'em in Maſquerade — bh 
d.. Ombre, Then you know both their Fathers? 

. Sir Geo, 
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Sir Geo, Obſerve that Figure in the Yellow guarded 
Coat, with Bells at his Ears, and a Hornhook at his 
Girdle. He is a great Scholar, and a deep Critick Sit, 
and has found out, that he and all his Relations are So- 


1 Princes, the ſole independent Governors of 


Reaſon, and Diſpenſers of Immorality: Now turn your 
Face this Way, mark that Globe of Light which ſtrikes 
full upon him, and ſhows him to us in thoſe motley 
Colours, that is, an Intelligence deſerves to be honour'd 
as a Lover of Truth: You ſee he is without a Mask, in 
a plain Habit. | 

Mr. Ombre. What means that Crowd of little Animals, 
who ſtrike at him thro' the very Rays he reflects, and 
ſeem to envy the Light they enjoy ? 

Sir Geo. Thoſe are Pamphleteers, Pedagogues, and 
Swearing and Forſwearing Prieſts and Rebels, the Mer- 
cenary 'Troops of Superſtition and Falſehood. 

Mr. Ombre. Hah — what merry Monſter is this, that 
ambles towards us, croſſing himſelf and bowing, with a 
three pil'd Mitre on his Head, and a Diſcipline in his 
Hand — let us Cathechife him, Sir George. 

Sir Geo. With all my Heart. 


Firſt Figure comes forward, dreſs'd as in the Dialogue. 


Sir Geo. Stand — what are you? 
1 Fig. An Italian, 


Sir Geo. Then I need not ask your Religion — What 
is that Whip for? | 
i Fig. The Beaſt you ſee me upon. 
Mr. Ombre. What do you call him? 
1 g. The Laiety, the Laiety. 
Sir George, Prettily mounted; a very Princely Beaſt : 
How long have you rode him ? 
1 Fig. A Thouſand Years. 


— 


Sir Geo. And how did you bring this rough Creature, 


for ſuch he ſeems to be, under the Menage ?— 


1 Fig. Why, firſt, I ftole away his Reaſon, and next ; 


his Money; and ſo when I had made him a Peggar and 
or 


4; Foal, you know he was ſoon- tame enough for every 
e. | np! 
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Mr, Ombre. And for what Purpoſes, I pray, do you 
bear that other large Bundle of Whipcords 

1 Fig. Ha, ha, why Sir, in my own Country I have 
had 500 or a Thouſand of the firſt Quality in my Domi- 
nions come moſt humbly before me, ſupplicating with 
Tears, to receive from my H:nd or one of my under 
Officers, 40, 50, or more handſome Strokes croſs their 
naked Shoulders; which when I or my Subſtitutes have 
in great Pity beſtow'd on em, they have gone away ſo 
pleaſed, ſo contented and comforted with my Diſci- 

line. | 
Hir Geo, Very pretty! 

1 Fig. Sometimes I have taken it into my Head, in 
the Luxury of my Pride, to order all the — young 
Noblemen of a whole Country to dance before me thro 
the Streets of my Capitol, and Tune themſelves with 
theſe Diſciplines. 

Mr. Ombre. But what is your Buſineſs here in England? 

1 Fig. | was ſent for. a 

Sir Geo. For what? | 

1 Fig, Why, they told me you had a Mind to be 
whip'd here too, oY | | L 

Sir Geo. We had, indeed, ſome time fince a ſtrange 
Itching towards it, we were told you muſt know by 
ſome Friends of yours, that it wou'd be very whole- 
ſome ; but at laſt, ſome few, who were the moſt zealous 
to be whip'd, being laſh'd by Authority, they grew fo 
fick of the Rod in Lay Hands, that they have no Sto- 
2 to it now, even from the moſt Orthodox Bea- 

08, Lei If: ! b 


I Fig. Very fine ; very fine; this Northern Beaſt 


grows reſtiff, does it? ä ä 
Hr Gee, It does indeed, — pray what does that Black 
Box contain that hangs over your left Arm? 


Ig. Artillery! 


Fi Geo, How ? ; 1.6) 
1 Fig. Aye, Ecclefiaſtical Artillery, Sir — the 'Thun- 
der of the Vatican — in this Box are Bulls, Excom- 


munications the Greater and the Leſſer, Anathema's, 


Decretals, Fulminations, Interdictiens, Conſtitutions, 


Ec. beſides a little convenient Fireball at the bottom of 


my Bag, here call 'd-x Writ d MArerit Comburendo., 
C 2 Sr Geo. 


— = 


N — > . 
* — 12 o o * 
> + REES — 


4 
. 


. 
4 
5 
n 

b 
"7 
1 
7 6 
1 
1 
nm 
p 


3 3 


* 


. 2 8 122 1 * > 
2d * © ou * «wy * —— 
RR —— K . I K ·o— T 


- , 2 AP. © Pld 9 
— = . —_— —_— e 32 


— 


36 The MasQuERaDpe. 
Sir Geo, 'This is your Canon Law, Sir, I preſume, But 


what have you there in that little Box 

1 Fig. Small Arms Sir — ſmall Arms! there are Cita- 
tions, Præmonitions, Penancies, Penalties, Peter-Pence 
and Libels. | | 

Mr. Ombre. And what is this Glaſs before you filled 
with? 

1 Fig. Sugar Plumbs here are Indulgences for 
paſt Sins and Pardons for Future, Abſolutions for Mur- 
ther, and Diſpenſations for Perjury ; but they come Dear 
Sir — very Dear — will you buy any 

Mr. Ombre, Your'e a pleaſant Droll 
Wotds, who are you ? 

1 Fig. You're moſt obedient and devoted Slave, Slave 
Sir — and yet for all that I ſhall knock you down if you 
don't kiſs my Toe, and make a Bonfire of your Bones, 
if you are not of my Mind. 

Sir Geo. What is your Name, Friend? 

I Fg. Infallibility ! | | | 

Sir Geo, You know the Law, are not you afraid of be- 
ing hang' d? TID 

1 Fig, Ha, ha, ha, what do you take me for a Beg- 
gar? * ay | | F Exit, 
_ Sin Geo, See Mr. Ombre, your Wife and Pointer riſing 
from Picquet. : 
4 Mr. Ombre. She has loſt I find, for ſhe Fluſhes alre - 

S Geo. You ſee that Glaſs which hangs on the Wainſ- | 
coat behind her Chair — that is call'd the Reflection 
Bite — in that Glaſs Mr. Pointer has read all her Cards. 

Mr. Ombre. Very neat indeed — they come forward, 
let us obſerve em. = 9 

[Lach Fran, Pointer, and Colonel Simile coming for- 
ward from the Picquet Table.) . 

Poin. III give your Lady ſhip your Revenge when you 

pleaſe. | | ; * 3. 4 
Lady Fran. Sir, L thank'you — Confuſion — what is | 
it l owe you, Mr, Pointer | ; 

Pain. ¶ Telling the Counters: ] Two, four, fix. Parties Ma- 
dam; juſt 2 10 Pieces: ot | 
Lach Han, There, Sir v that Gold; and — thoſe 
+ 9 . 


but in phin 


Poin. 
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Poin. Your = 3 | 

Lady Fran. Piqu'd; — piqu'd! and repiqu'd ever 
Tie = the grit 8 . for ever ng "ab 
never to take in one ſaving Card tis Witchcraft — 

Poin. Will your Ladyſhip join in at Ombre, Sphbronia 
I believe will be the Third 

Lady Frau, Ombre, Mr. Pointer; but juſt before I fat 
down with you to Picquet, I was buſted fix Deals ſucceſ- 
fively, with four Matadores and a King in my Hand 
each Time; we play'd five Guineas a Fiſh, and doub- 
led Stakes every Time, | | 

Col. Then your Ladyſhip has had a Diſh of butter'd 
Fiſh for Supper, ha, ha. 

Poin. The Extremity of the Cards — incredible — 


you'll have better Succeſs now, they are ready, Ma- 


dam 
Lady Fran. No Sir — I'll try my Fortune with the 
Dice yonder firſt 
Mr. Ombre. Now, now, dear Sir George aſſiſt me, 
Sir Geo. Sir, I am at your Service — away to the T'a- 
ble, there ſhe is fix'd 


Smart and Sophronia, both Maſqu'd. 


Smart, How do you pretty Miſs? 
Soph. How do you little Matter? 
| Smart, Hearkee Child, what are you in Queſt of? 
Soph. A Fool Sir, you fee I make a full Set. 
Smart, Hih ! ſmart as a Fowling Piece. Your Tongue 
is mighty well oil'd Baby. 
Sopb. Aye poor Thing, 'tis a meer Spendthrift, and 


will run itſelf out: As long as the Heart wills, the 


Brain gives Nouriſhment, the Lungs Air, and the reſt 
of the Members of this Body natural, conſent to its 
Elocution; it will prate, tho' it fills the World with 
Nonſenſe. LH 

Snarr, Upon my Soul ſhe has Wit: You ſhall ſhow 
me your Face, | 

Soph. Never — you'll put it out o'Countenance. 

Smart. Why my pretty One, if you're upon the Hunt 


for Folly, here is Game before you, 


C 3 Soph, 


Aa Sue 
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Soph, Hum! — what is one fingle Bird, when the 
Field is cover'd with Coveys. Every Min is a Fool 
in the Hand of a Woman — your Stateſmen, Phi- 
loſophers, Generals, Parſons, Poets, Senators, all are 
Slaves to Beauty; how have I ſeen the Learning of the 
Wiſe, and the Politicks of the Cunning, all equally 
blended and loit in one filly Confufion, under the 9 
of a Petticoat? You're Ideots, Ideots, all Ideots, when 
we manage you. | 
Smart. Hah! I am ſure I know that Voice — Sobbro- 
nia. | 
Sopb. L Unmasking] Oh, don't diſcover me, dear Mr, 
Smart, tor lookee yonder is Sir George, and you know hi, 
Temper. 

Hnart. Hah ! this is moſt ſuperlatively ſucceſsful, Ma- 
dam; I have found out by my talking to you in a Mask. 

Sobb. What | 

Snart, That your Underſtanding is as charming as 
your Face. Sir George, Madam, your Friend Sir George, 
is in my Opinion a very whimſical, filly Fellow, always 
upon the Watch for what he hopes never to find 
Now, Madam, diſcard him, lay him out, that is all — 
And you ſhall ſee we two will play the reſt of the G:me 
of Lite together with the utmoſt Succeſs. 

Soph. Aye, but Mr. Smart, Mr. Smart, there is a Lady, 
one Celia, claims a Property in the Premiſſes. 

Smgrr. She is only Tenant at Will, upon my Soul; 
and at a Rack Rent too; but you, Madam, ſhall have a 
Leaſe for Life 

Sopb. If I ſhou'd truſt you with all J have to give — 
oh Lud, what am I a doing — I hope, Sir, you wont 
take Advantage of that — Licence, every one in this 
Place uſes. 

Smart, *Efaith but we will, if you'll be advis'd by 
me, we will flip away, and be Canonically ſhuffled to- 
gether this Inſtant — we will Bite that queer Fellow 
Sir George 

Soft. But the World, Mr. Swart, the Cenſorious 
World. RP | 

Snart, Confound the World, and all the Vanities 
thereof now ; now my deareſt now, let us ſteal away, and 
be married in Maſquerade immediately. 


Soph, 
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Soph. No, no, that looks ſo like the Cataſtrophe of a 
Play, I hate it, and I hate you too, you wild, giddy 
Thing for propoſing it. 

Hnart. She likes me, ſuperlatively ſhe likes me; aye 
Gad, ſhe is a very fine Woman — well Madam, I ſhall 
hope then, that after a ſhort Siege, only to fave your Ho- 
nour; for Form ſake We 

Sopb. Oh Lord, oh Lord, I don't know what may hap- 
pen, here comes Sir George, for Heaven ſake retire, re- 
tire a Moment, 

Smart. *'T'is your Command, Madam, and 1 obey, other- 
wiſe I wou'd cut that grave Puppy's Throat, and be 
ſure of you that way, I never was ſo brimful of Exulta- 
tion, fince the firſt Moment of my Exiſtence — ha, 
ha—TÞ'll retire to the Buffet, and "Toaſt myſelf immo- 
derately drunk with Champagne, in Contemplation of 
my Pelieit x. b [ Exeunr. 


Pointer and Colonel Simile. 


Poin, What have you done at Nicket to Night Colonel, 
you look hot and red 

Col. Like a roaſting Pig — 

Poin. Then you have loſt ? 

Col, Every thing loſeable Sir I am ſtrip'd Sir, ſtrip'd, 
caſed ſtarknaked, like a Rabbit in a Poulterer's Tray — 1 
borrow'd 50 Pieces too of Jack Lender the Roll Merchant; 
there's a pretty Fellow now, that ſpends 100901, a Year, 


out of the Intereſt of 5599——- 
Poin. Hah — there's a Place vacant - I'll ſtep into the 
Money Bagnio once again. | [ Exit Pointer, 


Euter one Gameſter from the Hqzard-Table, his Arms 
acroſs, and mumbling to himſelf. 


Col. Fool! Slaverer! Ideot ! to play upon the Square. 

1 Gam. Damme Sir - did you ſay I did not play upon 
the Square — 

col. Not I Sir — upon my Soul, not I, you ſeem to be 
out of Tune Sir, like a crack'd Crowd, or a Country 


Bell — 
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1 Gam. Sir, I have loſt here a Thouſand Pounds to 
Night: I have loſt 5 to 4, 7 to 10, 7 to 5, 7 to 6, and 
7 to 8, every Chance round; when 1 had 2 to 1, 3 to 2, 
and for ever the beſt on't Sir. | 

Col. If you loſt, how cou'd you have the beſt on't, Sir? 

1 Gam. Hear me Sir — hear me — I cou'd bear it very 
well, I ay, this damnable Succeſſion of molt inconcieve- 
able, incomprehenſible and ſulphurious evil Fortune 
Sir — I cou'd bear it, I ſay, for a Week, a Month, a 
Year, or two, or three, or ſeven; — But Sir, for twenty 
Years together, never to fit down, but to throw an Eter- 
nity of Deux, Aces — Tis Hell — Racks — Gibbets — 
Wheels — Torturcs ---- and Ten Thouſand Thouſand De- 
vils— | [ Exit. 

| [ Shakzng the Colonel with both Hands. 

Col. Oons, the Fellow took me for the Box and Dice 
ſure that loſt his Money, he ſhook me in ſuch a Paſ- 
ſion —— Oh, here comes one who looks merrily me- 
thinks ----- he friſks his Feathers and cocks his Nib, like 
3 Wren on a Park Pale 


Enter fecond Gameſter, Singing. 


2 Gam, Tol, lol, lera, lol, — Tol dol — lol 

Col. Pray Sir, what makes you ſo merry? you look 
with a good deal of Satisfaction in your Face 

2 Gam. Sir, I am ready to give you any Satisfac- 
tion 

Col. You miſtake me Sir; Ia, upon the Information 
of your Looks, I preſume to think you are well pleas'd 
Sir----- that 1s all 

2 Gam, Oons Sir, what is it to you, whether I am 
pleas'd or diſpleas d? no Str ----- I am in the beſt Hu- 
mour in the World; for I am undone Sir ----- how do 
you throw 10 Sir----- croſs the Table, as far as the 
Ivory Cubes will fly; you trow] them careleſly out of 
the Box for ), as I take it; and gently juſt drop 
em for two Two's, or Tray Ace: Yes Sir, I underſtand 
the Game ſo well, that I don't know where I ſhall eat 
to Morrow, Tol, lol, dol. | [ Exit, 
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[Sir George and Mr. Ombre coming forward again.] 

Mr. Ombre. So, ſo, my Project goes on gloriouſly, ſhe 
is in a fair way to Ruin irretrievable, - - - - - 

Sir Geo. Yes, Sir, I give you Joy of your Wife's ill 
Fortune; {tay a Moment and we jhall ſee how ſhe be- 
haves. 

Mr. Ombre. Did not you obſerye an old decay'd Rike 
that flood next the Box-keeper yonder ? 

Sir Geo. In a black Barduſh and a Fox-colour'd Wig. 

Mr. Ombre, The fame, they call him Sir Timothy Deuxace'; 
that Wretch has play'd of one of the beſt Families in 


Europe, he has tbrown away all his Poſterity, and reduc'd 


20000 Acres of Wood-land, Arable, Meadow and Paſ- 
ture, within the narrow Circumference of an Oaken- 
Table of eight Foot; and now he ts content, you ſee, 
to piddle for a Piece or ſo to the beſt on't. 

Sir Geo. Hah, look yonder ———— we may divert 
ourſelves till the Lady appears, with a ſufficient Fool 
that I ſee moving this way ; he yonder with his Hat and 
his Brows drawn quite over his Eyes. 
| | [ Second Figure coming forward, 

Mr. Ombre. What are you, Sir, with ſo many Colours 
in your Coat, and ſo much Wiſdom in your Face? 

2 Fig. A Camelion, a Country Gentleman, and an 
Air-Pump. ; 


Myr. Ombre. Where's your Reciever ? 


2 Fig. I have a Thouſand, Sir, in which are regimen- 


ted Politicians of all Magnitudes, - - - - - 

Mr. Ombre. You ſeem, by your Habit of an old E:l:- 
tion, a little out of play, or {o--------Pray do you teed al 
your Friends with Air? ---- - 

2 Fig. All, all. 

Sir Geo. A cheap Diet. 

2 Fig. In one Receiver, I can {now you a grave old 
Sir, with Wrinkles of Wiſdom in his Face, and a perſe- 
vering Stupidity in his Eyes, that has ſuck'd in the com- 
mon Cant of mine and my Predeceſſors Levees for 
Thirty ſucceſſive Years ; ſo long has he bow'd to the fame 
Promiſe which he hath heard every Day repeated; Oh, 
if you have but the Art of keeping a warm Hope over 
his Head, he will never dare to utter a Monoſyllable con- 
trary to Command, 
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Mr. Ombre. You appear very wiſe in the Light you 
now chuſe. 

2 Fig. Tis my Intereſt you ſhould think me ſo. 

Sir Geo, Well, Sir, but go on I pray. 

2 Fig. In another Receiver, Sir, you may behold a 
Thouſind young innocent ſucking Politicians, that live 
upon the moſt rarified Element, the common Retailers of 
every Day's Lie, the Quid-nunc's of a Coffee-Table; 
with theſe Flies how often have I rais'd a Duſt to blind 
the Eyes of the Vulgar? I have made 'em ſee Battles in 
the Air, Party Ghoſts, falſe Prophets and lying Judg- 
ments; I have made 'em believe in Did 
Neugate- Saints, and Apoſtles of the Whipping-Poſt. 

Fr Geo. I find you are a ſort of a Country Politician.— 

2 Fig. Yes, Sir, I am altogether for the landed In- 
tereſt. | 

Sir Geo, Very like, Sir, - - but pray go on. 

2 Fig. In a third Receiver, I feed my Writers of ſeveral 
Orders; there you may behold political Mercuries, 
Letters to Friends, ſecret Hiſtories collected from pub- 
lick Gazettes, Metaphyfical Billingſgate, and Advertiſe- 
ment Raillery ; in ſhort, every mercenary Quill-driver, 
from the moſt hardey'd Eccleſiaſtical Knight of the 
Poſt, to the candid Writer of that ingenious Hiſtory of 
fix Days, intitled the Weekly Journal. 

Sir Geo, Are not theſe Friends of yours weary of this 
thin Diet ? , 

2 Fg. No, Sir, no, theſe Pipes digeſt nothing elſe, a 
ſubſtantial Truth would never go thro? 'em. 

Sir Geo. And for what Purpoſe do you make this noiſy 
Buſtle in the World ? - - - - - | 

2 Fig. I want Preferment. | 

Mr. Ombre. What then 'tis not out of Principle? 


2 Fig. Principle! —— Humph! indeed you 
are very filly — I am a Political Proteus, Sir, 


and ſhape myſelf as Occaſion offers; I am reſolute, 
inflexible, eaſy, complaiſant, profound, ſubtle, free, 
open, violent, loquacious, dumb and humble, as firſt 
my own, and next my Maſter's Intereſt direct me; I have 
one only ſtanding unalterable Fundamental, which 


obliges me to cajole my Enemies and to neglect my 
| Friends 
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Friends — Oh, I fee a Jeſuit yonder, he and 1 
mult confer a little about the Sincerity of the Heart. 
5 [ Exit Second Figure, 


[ Lady Frances comes forward with Mr. Lender.) 

Lend. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to ule this Rollet ? 
perhaps this may ſtem the Torrent of your evil For- 
rune 

Lady Fran. I thank _ Sir, but I have borrow'd 
more already than I ſhall ever repa 

Lend. Oh Lord, your Ladyſhip's Honour — — 

Lady Fran. Pray will you let ſome Body help me to a 
Glaſs of Water? 

[Sophromia joining Lady Frances in a Maſque. 

Soph. What have you Joſt, Madam? 

Lady Fran. My Honour, my Reputation, my Friends, 
my Family, my Life, my Money 
Lend. [With a Glaſs of Water] Madam here's 

Lady Fran. Your Servant Drinking and returning 
the Glaſs] I am extremely troubleſome -——— Sir, I 
think you ſaw me throw five times together Twelve 
after Seven - now that is ſure the moſt im- 
meaſurable — 

Lend. J have obſerv'd a great many Years that your 
Back hands are never fortunate to the Caſter. 

[ Lady Frances leaves the Company, and after diſcovering 
ſome Confuſion in ber Geſture, ſpeaks. | 

Lady Fran. 800 Guineas at Hazard 210 a Picquet 
159 at Ombre, befides five Rollets to Centlev 


and Debts, —— Debts of Honour - — in- 
numerable o 10 ſo It I 
could now this very Moment fleep Yes, fleep 


without dreaming, tho' never more to wake 
ſ;ould I not forget this Night, this odious, odious in- 
{upportable Night; - Diſtraction--Diſtraction- ever— 
laſting Confufton----Never once to turn a Bet, never once 
to make a Card All the evil Moments of my Lite 


are collected into this one Point to my Ruin { r-uring off 

her Gloves and ſtamping ] to my utter, ixretrievable, inta- 
mous Ruin. 

[Sophronia anmasking and pulling ber Sleeve, 

Soph, Madam, Madam, think where you are, think 

how you expoſe yourſelf by this intemperate — 

| [.4 'y 
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Lady Fran. Oh Sophronia, Sopbronia, what have I done? 
what have I done? 


Spb. Why you are undone 3 but keep your Temper 
here ——— Now your Honour is forfeited you muſt be 
contented, I think, with the Protection of the Law —- t:: 
there is an admirable Statute, as I have heard, againſt f 
Gaming. 29 


Lady Fran. I wiſh the Law had call'd it Felony —— *'* 
but, alas, I owe the Money I have loſt to my Friends, 
People, who, for ought I know, may have ruin'd them- | 
ſelves to ſerve me. 

Spb. Why did you * ſo thoughtleſsly, when you 
ſaw the Run was againſt you? 

Lady Fran, In hope to be at Home again Every 
Body preſs'd Money on me too As if my Honour [ 
were fach a Security — Oh my Heart, my Heart. | 
Soph. Come, come, take your Chair; you ſhall go |» 
home, my Lady, this is not a proper Place to complain 
in, I will wait on you to your Chair 

[ Sophronia leads our Lady Frances. 


Mr. Ombre and Sir George. 


Mr. Ombre. This ſort of Gaming is call'd a Diverſion 
an Amuſement 
Sir Geo. I wonder People don't blow one another up 
for Amuſement. 
Mr. Ombre, I never ſee the Circle of a Hazard-Table, 
but they look to me as if they were feeding upon one 
; | «a ncther. 
8 Sir Geo, Well your Lady has it, as they ſay 
W | * Mr. Ombre. Ay, I hope I have cur'd her of this Evil, 
at leaſt, and at {mall Expence, for moſt of my Money is 
return'd already ou know 
Sir Geo. Hah ! who is that ſo buſy with my Sopbro- 


114 —— 


Re» 


Sophronia re-enters maſqued, Third Gameſter addrefe 
ing her. 


3 Gam, What is your Name ? 
[ Both <hining thro' their Maſques, 
9 Sopb. 
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Hph. Vanity. 

3 Gam. Where do you lodge? 

Soph. In the Heart of Woman. 

3 Gam, 'Then I am your very near Neighbour, 
for the whole Sex doat on me; a very pretty Lodging, I 
fancy ; pray how is it furniſh'd 
. Soph. With Lap-dogs, Parrots, Monkeys, Vapours, Tea- 
- 3 Tables, Cards, Beauxs and Billetdous, 'tis crowded 

with Trifles like a Fool's Nicknackatory. | 
: I 3 Gam, Codlo, I am afraid 'tis a Fool's Nicknack- 
3 atory. 
=__ Soph, Well, now, Sir, who are you? Ignorance and 
| Aﬀectation are my elder Siſters, and I fancy you may be 
- |} related to me by the Mother's Side. 
| 3 Gam. I am a younger Brother of a very an- 
} cient Family in the North, Madam, my Name is 
| F Vultur. | 
_ Soph, I have heard of you, you are all Birds of Prey, 
I think 
3 Gam. Yes, Madam, we always choſe rather to 
be the Biters than the Bites; ſome of our Family have 
f rais'd themſelves to Titles, Ribbands, Arms, Ec. but I, 
: 17 had always too much Spirit to apply to Letters, 
and ſo | 
: Soph. Have you any Eſtate, Mr. /ulruy ? 
N 3 Gam, Yes, Madam, a Trifle, I touch about 10001, 
7 a Year, or ſo. 
1 Sopb. In what Country pray ? —— 
ö 3 Gam, What Country oh, in ſeveral, 
Madam, as Middleſex, Rent, Surry, Comerſer, that is, 
Madam, upon this very Spot, Tunhridge, Ezſom, Bath, 
&c. Lam a Sharer, Madam, in fixteen Pharach- Tables, 
nine Fair- Chances, or Aces of Hearts, and eleven Baſſet- 
Banks, I lend Money to loſing Gameſters, and always 
go the better o' the Lay. 
| Soph. Don't you now and then aſk a ſmall Sum or ſo, 
; as a Gentleman in diſtreſs, at a Coxch-Window, with a 
6 Piſtol in your Hand? : 
3 Gam. Oh, no Madam, no — x 
Soph. Nor dive in a Crowd for a Purſe or a Watch ? 
3 Gam, Oh, ty, fy, that is very dangerous, 


. 
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Sopb. J have but one Word more; don't you ſeriouſly 
think now you deſcrve to be hang'd ? 

3 Gam, Yes, ſeriouſly, but if every Body, 
who deſerves it better, is firſt fery'd, I ſhall die in a 
good old Age Gad you have a great deal of Spirit 
—— will your Ladyſhip give me leave to die with you 
firſt? you have a moſt inchanting Shape. 

| [ pulling and embracing her. 
[Sr George haſtily to the Third Gaimeſier. 

Sir Geo, What do you mean by affronting that Lady, 
Sir ?— 

3 Gam, What do you mean by aſking that imper- 
tinent Queſtion, Sir? | 

Sir Geo, Let this inform you firſt, and this next. 

Strikes bim and draus. 
[Third Gameſter drawing and retiring, 

3 Gam, I ſhall find a Time, Sir, — 1 ſhall find 
a Time. | 

Sir Geo, You lie, you Raſcal, you lie abominably. 

[Sir George purſuing bim. 
[ The Company crowd in to part em, and the Scene cloſes. 


Czlia and Fidget. 


Celia. Can neither Love, Malice, nor Neceſſity in{pire 
me with Invention to carve a Competence out of this 
Libertine's Eſtate, that I may riſe above the Cenſure 
or the Pity of a malicious Crowd ? When I think to 
whom, and for what, I have given up all that is worthy 
of Eſteem, it ſhocks my very Vanity, and humbles me 
even in my own haughty Heart, I would forget myſelf, 
and that only leſs iefvicable Thing, my Keeper. 


Enter Fidget. 


Hidg. Madam, Madam, my Maſter is brought home 
moſt terribly fuddled in a Chair, what does your Lady- 
ſhip pleaſe they ſhall do with him ?— | 

Celia. Let the Buaſts ſhoot their Lumber in the Cloſet 
of the next Room « 
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Whatever Woman marries this 3000 J. a Year, will find 
t moſt comfortably incumber'd with a Coxcomb and a 
Drunkard.- pw is 


Enter Fidget. 


Fidg. I have tumbled him, Madam, into your Dreſ- 
ſing- Room, where he is fall'n lump upon the Couch, 
dead afleep in a Moment; he ſounds the Trumpet of 
his Noſe dy Madam, - - - ---- - 

Celia. Ay tis the ſweeteſt Mufick to rock a fair Lady 
to ſleep ſure. 

Fidg. Oh lud, Madam, I ha' the pureſt Project come 


into my Noddle that ever was 


Celia. Out with 1t ------ 

Fidg, Theſe Maſquerades put ſuch clever Things in 
one's Head; T'Il tell you, Madam; you know I muſt 
firip this drunken Fellow preſently, in order to put 
him into a pair of Sheets. 

Celia, Well, Forſooth, and what then? 

Fidg. Why then ſuppoſe I ſhould dreſs myſelf in my 
Maſters Cloaths, you know his Perſon and mine are not 
ſo unlike, but when I appear in his Cloaths, by Night, 
and in your Company, I may, very probably, be miſ- 
taken for him. 

Celia. Very good! 

Fid;, O Lud, here is ſome Body coming, ſtep into the 
next Room, Madam, and III tell ou my 1 Deſign, 

is Moment. 
[ Exeunt, 


The End of the Third At. 6 ES 
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Sophronia alone reading in a Volume of 
Dryden's Plays. 


Oh Jealouſy, thou raving Il, 

Why haſt thou found a Place in Lovers Hearts ? 
Afiitting what thou can'ſt not kill, 

And p0i/oning Love himſelf with bis own Darts. 


TEALOUSY then is a Sign of Love; ay, as a Fever 
J is of Warmth, tis a Diſtemper for all that; but his 
continual Suſpicions prove he thinks meanly of me; 
they prove he thinks meanly of one of us, and that may 


be himſelf only — but the Heart of Man is too vain to 


impute any thing to the want of Merit in itſelf ay, 
— ſo is the Heart of Woman too—— Are we not al- 
ways afraid tho' to loſe what we value, as our Friends, 
our Reputation and our Jewels? Yes! Jealouſy then is 
aP of high Eſteem, at leaſt, the'greateſt — well 
2 and that is Love. Oh how this little Flutterer 
within dances to its own Muſick Shall I marry Sir 
George then ? dreadful, dreadful that Queſtion 
rights me out o' my Wits, and I dare not truſt myſelf 
with myſelf. 


Enter Betty running, and in a Fright. 


Betty. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam, 
Sopb. What is the Matter with the Wench ? have you 
loſt your Manners and your Senſes at once! {peak 3 what 

is che Maned? ol tn hh 1 
Betty. Ob, Madam, there is an impudent young 
Fellow below has ſo mouſled and touſled me. He 
ſays he will ſpeak with you; he {wears at the rate of 
1000 l. 
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1000 Pounds a Year, as they fay ; and Vows he will Ra- 
viſn You and Me, and every Body, The Devil is in him 


I think, Oh Lud here he is. 


Enter Fidget in the Habit of Smart, 


Fidget. Hah my Dear Sophy, I am glad to ſee thee ; Rat 
me if I am not, 

Sophronia. Sir. 

Fidget. Some Tea ; ſome Tea. 

Sophronia. You have a moſt Treaſurable Aſſurance. 

Fidget. Tis my Inheritance my Soul.---I am a Young- 
er Brother, --- Well then if Tea be too cold for your Sto- 
mach, let me have a Dram of your Airabilis ot Katifia. 
-»- Come, come my Turtle, I will ſhow you the way to 
your Cloſet, juſt Toſs you upon the Squab, and Rum- 
midge you till you are as Tame and as Indolent as a Pig 


in a Peaſe- mow. [Kiſſing her.] 
Sophronia. Beetty, Betty, call the Footmen. 
(ſhe ſtrites him.) 


7 Pere. Oh Lud, Oh Lud, yes Madam, --- Tom, Robin, 
ohn, 
Fidget. Caſide] Oh Lord Madam for Heavens ſake don't 
diſcover me, don't you know me? 

Sophronia. Hah --- Mrs. Fidge: ! a 

Fidget. Softly, Madam ſoftly --- you'll Undo all if you 
Betray me. 

Betty. Tom Robin — John. 

Sophronia. Here you --- you Thing --- why do you Hoop 
at that Rate? I don't want them, nor you neither, get 
you down, and do you heat - I am not at Home while 
this Gentleman is with me, fe , 

Betty. Yes Madam !--- Hey day! What is the meaning 
of all this trow ? My Lady 1s in a very Whimſical Humor 
this Morning; this muſt be her crickital Minute that 18 
for a certain -- I'll juſt ſtep down and give her Orders, and 
come back again and liſten I am reſolved. [ Exit Beity.] 

Sophronia. Why do you appear thus En Cavalier Fidget £ 
Fidget. I am Marry'd. 
| . Hah! As you told me you deſign d. 

Fidget. Exactly, you are deſired Madam to aſſiſt in this 
Affair; your Credit and Intereſt will be wanted to Confirm 
the Deceit, I need not tell F bow ablolutely * 
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it is that this ſhou'd be a Secret --- I am in Pain leſt any 
Body ſhou d come in whilſt I am with you. 

Sophronia. Fear nothing, you heard me give my Servant 
Directions; why you look very Degagee, except only, 
Captain Fidget, you are a little Clumſy about the Hips 
here. 

Fidget. Ah Madam, if 1 had been of the Maſculine 
Gender only, what Work would I have made with the 
Feminine? 1 would have Cock'd, Ogled, Whin'd, Bul- 
lyd, Leer d, and Ly'd : Oh Lud, Oh Lud, ſome ſhould 
have fallen by my Eyes, ſome by my Perriwig, many by 
wy Shape, more by my Air, and Millions by my Impu- 

ence, 

Sophronia. Well, in Mercy to our Sex you are one of us. 

Fidget. Do you know Madam now what a Genius is 
requir'd only to play the Hat properly to the Women that 
arc your Favourites of every Diſtinction, 

Sophronia. Pray will you Inſtruct me. f 

Fidget, To the Woman I have had ——thus — a little 
Languiſhing, but Cold and Careleſs: To the Woman 1 


have —— thus — full in her Eyes, and dying with De- 


fire: To the Woman I would have — thus — you 

throw your Eye Lids to the Ground, Bend very low, Re- 

= m_—_ and down again with the laſt Confuſion and 
egard. 

Sophronia. You ſeem very Learned in the Falle Sex. 
Pray Captain Fidget how wou'd you Conquer a Virgin? 

Fidget. By Perjury. 

Sophronia. A Wite ? 

Fidget. By Bribery. 

Sophronia. And a Widow? 

Fidget. By Storm, thus, and thus. 

[Eidget Catches Sophromia in her Arms, and Embrace; 
ber, at the ſame Moment Sir George Enters.] 

Sir George. Her Maid wou'd have ſtopt me on the Stairs. 
Hab! Juſt, Righteous Heaven what do I fee? Sophronia 
in the Arms of that Blockbead Smart · my Sophronia ! 

Sophronia. Bleſs us, here is Sir George, let me get you 
oft as ſoon as poſſible. h 

; [Exit Sophronia in 4 Hurry leading off. Fidget. 1 

Sir George. Can I believe my Eyes? Are they not falſe? 
No, no, — they are too faithful Witneſſes, tis true, tis 
true, look there, ſhe Laughs, and Hugs him to her now, 

| even 
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even now, as ſhe leads him thro the Gallery: The totter- 
ring Ruin that has hung thus long over my Head is fall'n, 
the fatal, certain Blow at laſt is given, all the Suſpitious 
Doubts and jealous Motions of my Heart only preſaged 

this dreadful fated moment. 


Enter Whiſper. 


4 . What is the matter Dear Sir? What ſtirs you 
us 

Sir George. I have ſeen Whiſper, theſe Eyes have ſeen 
what my Soul, my Tortured Soul has always dread- 
ed with the utmoſt Horror: Tho' all this beauteous Order 
were unhing'd, and every Form thrown back into its firſt 
Confuſion ; I cou'd have felt no Horror like to this : ---- 
tis done, --- the Hand of Fate has ſtrook me. Oh 

Whiſper. Sir, - Sir, --- be a Man; what tis but a Wo- 
man's Fall : Take Heart Sir. 

_— George. Oh, I have ſeen --- Vengeance - Sword 
IO —— 

Whiſper. What are you out out o your Wits? Reflect 
2 little Sir, ſhe is a Woman, think o that. | 
E Sir George, III Dye - no more --- Oh! tis not to be 

orn. 

Whiſper. But Sir --- ſuppoſe that - 

Sir George. Ah no --- all is Ruin'd, Loft, Undone, 1 
am Betrayed, Aſſaſſinated, Murthered 

Whiſper. You know Sir your Eyes bave already deceived 
you more than once; you know Madam has had a Ver- 
tuous Education, and ——— : 

Sir George, Confound your Impertinence , leave me 
this Moment, Raſcal, leave me, or 111 Nail thee to the 
Earth, the firſt Sacrifice to Vengeance. 

Whiſper. Nay then I Bruſh --- he Foams in good Troth, 
and will Bite every thing in his way now. 

[Ex Whiiper. 


Enter Sophronia. 


Sophronia. So Sir George, --- what you are come to beg 
Pardon now for your laſt jealous Folly at the Maſque- 
rade? --- Well, what have you to ſay ? 

Sir George. I ſay that all * Rs all the Curſes _ 
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Deſpair can Invent, or Miſery Endure --- are not to be 
Compared to thee, thou falſe one, 

Sophronia. Hey day, what in one of your Mad Freaks 
again fo ſoon? 

Sir George, No, No, I am no longer Jealous now; 
My Heart is free Have I not ſeen that Coxcomb, 
that Ideot, that contemptible Wretch Smart in your 
Arms? did I not, even now, behold your ſtrict Embraces? 
I ſaw you lead hum thro' the Gallery to your Bedchamber. 
Les, I ſaw with what Pain you were ſeparated 
from your Souls deſire : Oh Heaven, Juſt Heaven ſupport 
me, ſince I mult bear this weight of Infamy and Shame, 
What, has the Maiden Blood that uſed to Paint thee 
to my doting Eyes the Mirror of ſweet Chaſtity and 
Beauty; — alaſs the White —— what has it left thee 
quite abandon'd thee to thy own Shameleſs Errors? 
Mark Mark thou faitbleſs Woman, thoſe frequent 
Starts of jealous Rage that ſcized me were but the care- 
ful Warnings of that Genius which preſides o're Honeſt 
Hearts —— yes, they were dictated by Heaven and 
55 preſume not that I'll tamely bear this Outrage, this 

iſhonour . 

Sophronia. I wait till you have done Sir —— aud now 
I wou'd ask only whether I have leave to ſpeak in 
my Turn | | 

Sir George. What fine Words? What new Artifice ? 
What Cunning have you left to excuſe you now? 

Sophronia. Sir, if you have any thing further to fa 
I will attend ——I am determined to hear you wit 
Patience — and all I wou'd beg is, that you will give 
me à peaceable Hearing for two or threee moments in 
my Turn only 

Sir George, Well Madam, tis agreed, III Hear you 
—— Good Heaven from whence proceeds this Patience ? 
——— this Coward, Coward Patience 

Sophronia. You ſhall ſee I will temper my Reſent- 
ment Sir George, and Anſwer to this ungoverned Rage 
ot yours as calmly 


F Sir George, Becauſe you See, and Know, and Feel 
lat 


Sopbronia. Remember your Promiſe one Moment 
is my Turn — I admire the Oddneſs of my For- 
tune, there is nothing certainly ſo Monſtrous, fo wa 

| — 
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out Example, and fo little to be ſupported by Reaſon, 
as your treatment of me; you profeſs you Love me 
(and I have Reaſons to believe your profeſſions are fin- 
cere) and yet you molt diligently Employ every Mo- 
ment of your Life to perſecute me—— yes, amidſt the 
warmeſt Proteſtations of the Ardour of your Paſſion, 
you have not Eſteem enough for me to defend my Acti- 
ons againſt the ſmalleſt falſe Appearances; tis plain, 
and now I ſee--- Sir you are not to break in upon me, 
——— now I ſee tis impoſſible to Hope for Happineſs 
with a Man who can entertain Opinions of me ſo 
Mean and ſo Ungenerous, as you every Moment con- 
ceive; a Loyer of the leaſt Honour wou'd Diſtruſt his 
Paſſions, his Reaſon, his Eyes, every thing ſooner than 
his Miſtreſs -— but Sir, 1 Overlook all, I forgive your 
Rage, your ill Treatment, every thing that ſhou'd make 
you hateful to me; this Appearance I own might ſhake 
you with Reaſon ; I don't blame you for being moved at 
what you thought you ſaw, but 

Sir George. What I thought I ſaw 

Sophronia. Sir, Sir, One Moment's more Attention, and 
you ſhall know my final Reſolution. —— If notwith- 
ſanding this Object which has ſurpriſed you, you will, 
as ſure you ought, demand of me no other Proot than my 
Word, to Condemn this Error of your Eyes; if you will 
ay that Deference to my Virtue, to give up every Idle 
bought in Honour of it, if you will Diſcharge your 
Suſpitions, and avow an Implicit Abſolute Obedience in 
this particular to what I ſhall affirm only: Theſe marks 
of your Submiſſion and Eſteem Sir George, ſhall this Mo- 
ment Efface your Crime; I will withdraw my Reſent- 
ment, and promiſe you, as the Reward of your being Sa- 
tisfied in my Honour, I promiſe you my Vows, my Heart, 
my Hand for ever. Fra: 

Sir George. What: If I will give up my Reaſon, and 
my Eyes, and ; 

plone Still, till your Rage diſturbs us both ; —I 
ſay only if you will ſubmit to give up your Suſpt- 
tions now, which I agree with you are well found 
ed, without expecting one Reaſon from me, or the leaſt 
Explanation, I am Yours: But if york Refuſe, mark 
me well, yes I ſay if you Refuſe me this Requeſt, and 
Oblige me now to conyince you of my Innocence; if 
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you force me to produce the glaring Evidence of this 
wrong you have done my Vertue, I am ready to do it Sir, 
dünn am prepared to Satisfie you ; but be aſſured 
that inſtant I'll Renounce you, nothing in Earth or Hea- 
ven ſo far ſhall be divided; Iwill 7 Deſtruction, In- 
famy, every thing before you, here is your Choice Sir — 
take your Alternative, be ſatisfied now which way you 
hke belt, 

Sir George. Good Heaven! Was ever any thing Invent- 
ed with more Art, more Woman's Cunning? — How 
carefully ſhe covers her Perfidy. Oh you know , you 
know too well the weakneſs of my Heart No, No, 
you ſhall not Conquer, your forced Tenderneſs has work d 
up an Artifice to Amuſe and Divert the Juſtice of my 
Reſentment, you wou'd molt dexterouſly turn aſide that 
Blow you know not how to avoid directly, and by a well 
Difſ:mbled Innocence, refuſe to clear your ſelf of this 
Crime, but upon ſuch Conditions as you believe my 
Heart will never yield to. You are deceived Madam, my 
Heart is Free, yes, I reſolve to ſee your laſt Excuſes, ju- 
fify your ſelf, now, this Moment do it, too well you 
know it is not in your Power. ; 

S»phronia, Conſider Sir, I beg you to Conſider you will 


ſhut your ſelf out for ever, not only from my Affection, 
but my Eſteem. 


Sir George. Be it; Be it ſo; what can be more miſera- 


ble than the State | now am in? 


Sophronia. You'l Repent this, when you force me to 
produce my Evidence. 

Sir George. No, No, in vain you wou'd with Idle 
Threats defeat my juſt Reſentment, produce the Wretch, 


that thro' my Aſtoniſhment at your Folly only, eſcaped 


my Vengeance before ; produce, produce him this Mo- 
ment, and I'll puniſh thee in him, III greatly puniſh 
thee, yes, I'll forgive for my Revenge the loſs of all that 
once was All to me WTR 

Sophronia. This is too much to bear; you have pro- 
voked me, and I will produce him— ſince you will 
periſh, I conſent you ſhall :--- attend — you, ſhall be ſa- 
tisfied [Exit Soph.] | 


. 


Sir. George, My Heart leaps and trembles, I ſtand 


methinks upon a Precipice; my Limbs ſhake under 


ue with Rage and Horror, [Sophronia returns with 8 


fo 
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Sophronia. I hope you will excuſe me Mrs. Fidper, 
for betraying a Secret I was ſo lately Intruſted with. 
There Sir, there, there's your Rival. [ Exeunt, 


Sir George alone. | 
Juſt Heaven, what do I ſee? What has my raſh, 
unjuſt and violent Paſſion for ever loit me? Every 
thing : Every thing: What 1s before me now ? Deſpair 
and Night; a long; long, Night: Yet wouw'd not fo 
glaring an Appearance have ſtartled a more reſolved 
and truſting Lover? but your Senſes have deceived you 
often, and therefore they deſerved no Credit Sir — how 
often have they Abuſed you [Enter Whiſper. 

Whiſper. Sir, — Sir, —— 

Sir George. Travel, — or Arms,—or Buſincfs,— no no- 
nothing will Efface her dear, dear Image, which lives 
here, here in the inmoſt Chamber of my Breſt 

Whiſper. Not a Syllable, aye, aye, he is Mad poor 
Creature, ſtark ſtark Mad. 

Sir George, Oh Curſed, Curſed Remembrance — Oh 
* I cou'd forget myſelf „ her, the World, every 
thing 

Whiſper. Tis done Sir, you are out of your Senſes 
to your Souls content if that be all; how much hker 
to a waiting Gentlewoman than a Man, does a Fel- 
low look when his Wits are in the Heart of a Wo- 
man. 

Sir George. My Senſes are Benumbd, Erozen, and 
Spiritleſs with cold Deſpair. ; 

Whiſper. Poor Gentleman, — Goodlack, — Goodlack. 
Sir George. And yet one Indulgent Word from So- 
phronia, wou d raiſe me up to a new taſte of Love and 
Happineſs — but I ſhall never more behold that Love- 
ly, Injured Vertuous Maid. 15 a 

Whiſper. Dear me! What a Condition are we fal'n 
into for want of a little Living Red and White Earth 
— Humph — theſe Babys of Five foot Six Inches ſhou'd 
be Whipt. | | 

Sir George. Shall I write, or ſend, or throw myſelf 
in her way by Accident? But after what I have ſaid, 
and done, and ſworn to? What can 1 ſay, or do, 

think? — I have raſhly thrown into the Sea my Trea- 
fare, wy Life, wy future deareſt Hope of Happines. 
4 'Tis 
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Tts Torture unutterable to reflect how happy I was 
but one Hour paſt. Sophronia, — Oh Sophronia— [ Exit. 
Whiſper. What a pretty Figure a Fellow makes when 
he puts off his Reaſon? — what ſignifies good Senſe 
when the Blocd boils, as it does in my Maſter now? 
—and yet your Philoſophers have the Impudence to 
ſay this ſame Reaſon is an Admirable Surtout in the 
Storm of Life, and will keep a Man Warm, when 
neither his Money nor kis Miſtreſs are Weather 
proof, [Exit. 


Scene changes to Mr, Ombres Houſe. 


Mr. Ombre and Lady Frances. 

M.. My Dear, how long have we been Married? 

Lady. Sir! Ne 

Mr. I think, about five Years. 

Lad). I think ſo. 

Ar. In what manner have I behaved towards you 
during that Time? 

Lady. As a Gentleman, and a Man of Honour. 
Mr. As a good Husband you mean, and an Ho- 
neſt Man; — well, — has your Imagination formed a 
Wiſh during this Time within my Power or my For- 
tune, to which you ever received a Denial. 

Lady. No, no, my Dear I don't accuſe you, Iacknow- 
3 you the moſt Indulgent, the beſt Man in the World, 

If | | 
Mr. Il not give my ſelf nor you the Trouble to en- 
quire what Returns you have made. 

Lady. Lord, Lord Six — how provoking are theſe cold 
Interrogatorys? 

Ar. As I have performed my part as it was in my 
firſt Wiſhes, by a provident Oeconomy, and no contemp- 
tible Income, to have preſerved to you the Dignity of 
your Birth, and the Indulgence of your Pleaſures ; ſo, 
ſince every Care has proved ineffefual ; you will give me 
leave to fay, — my Heart bleeds when 1 ſpeak it; we 
muſt part | 

y. What do you mean Sir? 

Ar. To preſerve the little Reputation and Fortune 

you have left me, by quitting my Ruine — I fay my 


* 
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Reputation Madam, for I have loved you to an Ideot do- 
ting Fondneſs. 

Lady. It is extremely well Sir — I am mightily ſatisfied 
— we ſhall both be very eaſy ſure —— I Intreat only 
you will provide that my ſeparate Allowance be regular- 
ly diſcharged, to prevent the trouble of a long Chancery 
Suit. 

Ar. I fancy you will find Madam, when I ſhall be 
reimburſed by your Truſtees, the ſeveral large Summs 1 
have advanced, this ſeparate Maintenance agreed to be 
paid by your Marriage Settlement, will prove a narrow 
Allowance for the many and expenſive Pleaſures of Lady 
Frances Ombre. 

Lady. If things are carried this Length tho'—— it will 


be barbarous Sir to Retrench any part of that on pretence 
of Debts, 


Mr. That ſurely will be the utmoſt Allowance ou 
can hope from Equity, till your Lawful, not your Ho- 
nourable Debts are diſcharged. 

Lady. Hah! this is a laid, a contrived, a premedita- 
ted Deſign to part with me — this is laid —— but you 


ſhall know Sir —— yes Sir —— my Relations will do 
me Juſtice. _ 

Mr. Death, let the firſt of em mention your Name 
only as injured by me, and T'll cut him into Atoms 
—— Il avenge my felt as an injured Husband ſhou d. 
—- What! —— to have my Name the Jeſt of Fools; 
my Eſtate Squander d among Thieves, and the Inheri- 
tance of my Heart as well as my Birthright, torn from 


me, and profuſely waſted in the moſt ſcandalous Mid- 


night Revels, who that can feel? Who that has Senſibili- 
ty and Blood can bear it? Tis the Partiality of an In- 
jured Lover only that has preſerved you thus long from 
the Juſtice of a wronged Maſter; ſuch 1 am, Madam, 
ſuch the Law calls me — 1 ought in right of my Fami- 
Iy to have Immur'd you, to have Locked you up, and 
excluded you from Light and Liberty, till I bad wrought 
you by proper Diſcipline, to a Senſe of your Duty to your 
ouſe, your Character, and your Children; till I had 
formed you into a Tame, Uſetul, Domeſtick Animal, a 
good Wife — : FIG 
Lady. Ioſolent! Haughty ! Preſuming! Diſci- 
pline —= Diſcipline. 1 
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Mr. No, Madam, I fay, not that I mean to uſe my 
Power, I tell yon only what it is, my Heart has broke 
your Chain, I claim no Right over you: Return, to 
your Ruin: Aſſociate with your Faithleſs Friends, ſee 
how they will receive you, now your Honour, that is 
your Money, is loſt ? 

Lady. Well very well Sir and what if! 
ſhou'd conſent to live with you hereafter in the manner 
you preſcribe ? 

Ar. Tis impoſſible to Live with you, I. am threaten'd 
to be Murther'd eyery Moment, by your Rufhans. 

Lady. My Rufhans? 

Ar, Aye, fo I call em [ pulling Letters out] look here, 
Mr. Vultur kindly invites me to Hyde Park, there to ſa- 
fy him a Debt of Honour of your Ladyſhips, of 2001. 
Mr. Shark, as you may read here, in the Politeſt Manner 
expects my Company with Sword and Piſtol behind Moun- 
tague Houſe ; and here is another fine Gentleman, wou'd 

rſuade me to make him a Viſit in a Saw. pit.— 

heſe Raſcals I ſhall parry with my Lord Chief Ju- 
{tice But for your Relations Madam ——— — _ 

Lady. Oh my Dear, my Dear you break my 
Heart, indeed you do I feel, ——- I feel my 
Crimes, you have awakened within me the Senſe of my 
Folly and my Guilt. 

A. It may be ſo. If you had Repented when it 
was 1n your Power to have Sinned on, I might have Truſt- 
ed on but now you have no Money now ; 
and I believe Madam, tho'I am inclined to hope your 
Vertue wou'd ſtill make a ſtand there, I believe, I fay, 
you are but ill qualified to take the Common Refuge of 
ruined Bubbles, and play all the Game in a Scandalous 
Confederacy, that Haughty Mind of yours, yet unbroke 
by Evil Fortune or Adverſity, muſt then bend to the molt 
zroveling Humility, and Conſent to a Ace in 
Crimes you would now Bluſh and Tremble to think of. 
—-Behold Arethuſa; fee to what her Paſſion for Play 
hag reduced her, from a Plentiful Fortune and a Vertu- 
ous Education, to a Companjonſhip with a Crew of the 
moſt abandoned Profligates; is ſhe aſhamed to deſcend 
to a low Agency in the meaneſt Pleaſures of an Ideot; 
and that only to be a ſharer in the Profits of a more 
infamous Action, the premeditated Robbery of him at 
PW Lody, 
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Lady. Oh, Oh — what you wou'd have me make 
me —— but don't you talk thus to me — you muſt, you 
ſhall Forgive me. 

Mr. What Security ſhall I have you won't again 
Relapſe ? 

Lady. My Honour ! 

Ar. That is forfeited by your own Confeſſion: 

Lady. Sophronia ſhall pledge her Credit. 

Mr. No, no. — Now you have run out your own, 
you wou'd Play off upon Tick, as many Reputations as 
you can have Truſt for, 1 know you | 

Lady. What can I ſay? Do I not this Moment loſe, 
do I not give up all the Gay, Sweet, Politer Pleaſures of 
a Court, no Dancing, no Maſquerading, no more Aſ- 
ſemblys, no more Tallying, no more Punting, no Partys 
at Play of any ſort; do 1 not Surrender even the dear 


Joys of expectation, to pleaſe you? Am I not this Mo- 


ment ſinking into a plain pleaſureleſs Houſhold Animal, 
ſuch as you are pleaſed to ſay you'll make me. 
Ar. This ſenſible Regret at the Pleaſures you think 
you are to loſe, is but an ill proof of the Converſion of 
your Heart; but when we are 1n the Country together, 
theſe Joys will ſoon wear out of your Mind. 

Lady. In the Country, — yes, yes, and then you and 
I my Dear fhall fit and play Partys together for Six Pence 
at Picquet, and Yawn at one another in a cold Parlour 
by a Wood Fire in a long tedious Winter Evening; or 


when the Parſon and his Wife make us a Viſit, after the 


Doctor and you have tired one another at Back-Gammon, 
we may be made happy with a Game at Whisk and Smab- 
bers; Oh the joylels, inſipid, dull, nauſeous Imagina- 
tion. | 

Ar. Well, Madam, well, as Terrible as this Appears, 
5 muſt be done, and I tell you ſtill, 1 mult have ſome 

curity. 

Lady. What? What Security do you expect? — TI 
ſay I will conſent to any thing you Command. | 

Mr. Firſt, then I expect that for the time to come, you 
ſhall firmly believe this Diverſian as you call it, to be as 
DeſiruRtive and as Ruinous in a Family; as a Conflagra- 
tion, a Plague, or an Earthquake in a City; that it is a 
Canker, a Gangren, a Mortification, and a deadly Poiſon. 
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Ar. You ſhall endeavour to ſubdue this Paſſion ſo ef- 
fectually, to have more Solid Joy in joining a piece o 
Mecilin, or in knotting an Edging for a Head, than in 
Point, Quint and Quators, be more tranſported in reading 
one elegant Period of Tillotſon, than in a Repique, and be 
better pleaſed to take him into your Hand than Four Aces. 

Lady. I will Endeavour, — indeed I will Endeavour 


Mr. Why that is well ſaid — you ſhall likewiſe 
heartily Hate all thoſe very Polite Gentlemen who Dreſs 
at the Ladys, not for the ſake of their Perſons, but their 
Money, and you ſhall conſider them only as Family 
as and Knaycs, that Pick Purſes under the ſhelter of 
Society. 

Lady. "Tis very well Sir, agreed. 

At. And laſtly, you ſhall never put on a Mask, to 
prevent your Bluſhing at Crimes which *tis ſome Vertue 
to be aſhamed of. 

Lady. You ſhall be Obey'd 1n every particular. 

Mr. Well, theſe Preliminaries agreed to, you ſhall go 
out of Town with me to morrow Morning. 

Lady. To morrow Morning ! 

Ar. Aye. 

Lady. Into Shropſhire ? 

Ar. The Coach will be at the Door at Five. 

Lady. Muſt we go ſo ſoon ? | | 

Ar. What your Ladyſhip pleaſes, I ſhall uſe no 
Violence. 

Lady. But my Love; there are ſeveral People, and my 
particular Friends too, who Lent me Money laſt Night; 
and you know — "WY, 

Mr. Your Friends Lend you Money laſt Night! 

Lady. Yes, yes, laſt Night. 5 

Mr. Well, well, provided their Characters are good 
we will find ſome Method to ſatisfie em, but you mult 
go to morrow Morning. | | ; 

Lady. Tis impoſſible ! I have Ten Thouſand things to 
do --- 290d; what will the World ſay ? what will People 
think ? | ; | 
Mr. 1 Deſpiſe their falſe Honour, and their real 
Shame ; and if your Heart were not with em ſo wou'd 
you: I am ſorry to find you are not ſerious in this 
Matter. I will ſend my Lawyer, Madam, to your . 
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ſtees, and not give your Ear or mine the pain of making 
Conditions; I will be Bound by what they ſhall do. 

Lady. You are Haſty and Poſitive. 

Ar. I am Determined and Expeditious. 

Lady. But a Day or two my Dear, to ſettle my Afﬀairs 
A little. 

Mr. Not an Hour, a Moment, a Second longer. 

Lady. Well Sir, well, I Obey, 1 Obey. 

Mr. I am glad ont. --- Go to Sophronia, ſhe will aſſiſt 
you in your Concerns, I will meet you there an Hour 
hence. And now from this Moment of your Obedience, 
you ſhall be ſenſible how great a Happineſs it 1s to Sub- 
mit to a Lawful and Indulgent Power. 


Good Wives, my Dear, ſhow'd like good Subjects live, 
Who from Fuſt Princes mutual Good receive © 

Let impious Rebels only Bondage bear, 

Who Forge themſelves the very Chains they wear : 


When I turn Tyrant, then refuſe my Sway, 
While I with Faftic Rule, tis Fuſt that you Obey. 


Exeunt. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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ATT, Ys 
Scene the Firſt. 


Lady Frances alone. 


Have gain'd a Reprieve from Shropſhire ; but tis a 

Reprieve limited to Two or Three days only at far- 
thelt, to ſettle my Affairs: Yet wherefore ſhou'd that 
give me any Uneaſineſs now? Have not my Follies ap- 
pear'd ſuch to me in the moſt Ignominious Light? 
What is there now left for me to Squander ? my Ho- 
nour, my Fortune, my Friends, my Acquaintance, are 
all Gam'd away: I have Loſt every thing but my Hus- 
band, and him how have I abus d? though he always 
guarded againſt my ruinous Errors, with more than the 
Indulgence of the moſt Doting Parent ; yet my Riotous 
Luxury (till Leapt all Bounds , and daſh'd away the 
Friendly Hand, that only cou'd, that only wou'd,. have 
Saved me: Yet, —-yet, he will Save me. --- Alas, tis no] 
too late. --- The Money I Loft. 1 and upon Ho- 
nour laſt Night, is mote than 1 dare on, more than 
m 3 ſhameful Heart will give me leave to ſpeak 
of Diſhonour — Infamy - incorrigible, incorrigible 
Ideot, --- what wilt thou do? Mr. Crmorant offers me 
1000 J. at 30 l. per Cent. Diſcount on my Pin-money in 
2 Annuitys. Sir Raven Scrapequill expects - Oh my 

car 

Enter Mr. Ombre and Sophronia. 


Mr. Ombre. Your Servant my Dear --- Sophronia and I 
were talking of ſome Improvements at Ombre-Hall. Fe 
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Sophronia. Aye Madam, Mr. Ombre inſiſts upon a Bow- 
ling Green in the middle of the Parterre, that you know 
wou'd ruin our Tulip Beds - but however I have 
granted it to him upon Terms. 

Lady. What are they, Child! 

Sphronia. Why that He ſhall erect for our Diverſion a 
Billiard Table in the Old Hall! : 

Mr. Ombre. IJ Fancy we might tempt this Gentlewoman 
down with us Lady Frances 

Lady. What bas the done to merit Tranſportation ? No 
my Dear, every place is equally Safe and Innocent when 
one can regulate ones Paſſions. 

Sophronia. Yen are Melancholly my Lady. 

Lady. So many troubleſome Affairs perpetually Croſs 
me. x 


Enter a Servant introduced by Lady Frances's Woman. 


Footman, [Giving a Letter] from Mr. Levant, Madam, 
with his moſt Obedient Service. 

Lady. Are you to have any Anſwer now ? 

Foot. No Madam, He gave me Orders not to wait, 

Exeunt Footman and Woman! 

Mr. Ombit. Now Sophronia, now, mark her, if ſhe takes 
2 right turn now, I (hall fee her whole Heart naked, and 
judge accordingly. 

Lady. I am afraid, I proteſt I tremble to open this Pa- 
per Reflection - tis our Curſe. 


Re-enter Lady Frances Woman, 


Vom an. This Madam from a Gentleman at the Cocoa- Tree: 
a Chairman brought this from Lady Rachel Bao, this came 
from Count Spadilio at Whites, and this from Mr, Pointer by 
a Porter, who Plyes near St. Fames's-Coffee- Houſe. 
| Exit Woman. 
Lady. So, ſo, ſo, what ſhall Ido? Which ſhall I read 
firlt? Where ſhall I begin ? Methinks Pegple are extremely 
impatient - to Dun Lord, Lord, what the very next 
day? You ſee Sophronia I have Buſineſs here in a Morn- 
ing -- you will excuſe me I hope - you will pardon me 
I {ay -- [out of rewper fumbling with her rang, | 
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Sophronia, Oh Lord, Madam -- how ſhe is Tortured. 
| Lo Mr. Ombre. 
Mr. Ombre. Why don't ſhe open her Billets? J ſuffer 
with her now. 


Enter Lady Frances's Woman. 


Moman. Madam, here is a Gentleman below. 

Lady. Gentleman - what Gentleman Fool, Tdeot , 
Thing, what is He? 

Woman. I don't know indeed an pleaſe your Ladyſhip, 
--- He looks like a Tradeſman --- He took out his Pocket- 
Book in the Parlour, I believe he has ſome Bill. 

Lady. Oh my Heart, my diſtracted, torn, divided Heart, 
I ſhall run Wild, tell him I am not at Home, not alive, 
in the Country, Sick, Dying, Dead, ſay any thing --- 
what do you (tare ſo at, the Wench is out of her Senſes 
{ure --- why don't you tell him I will wait on him. 

Woman. Yes, Madam. [ Exit. 

Lady. Mr. Ombre 1 muſt beg one word with you before 
you go out this Morning | 

Mr. Ombre. I'll attend you Madam. 

Lady. Sophronia you will be ſo good to forgive me, I'll 
wait on you again inſtantly. Exit Lady Ombre. 

Mr. Ombre. If this Woman had ever known how much 
I loved her ſhe muſt moſt inevitably have undone us both, 
for I find my Conduct every Moment yields to my Aﬀe- 
ction; indeed I am hardly able to fee her ſuffer this little 
Juſt Correction her Follies have merited. 

Sophronia. 1 ſee your Heart Bleeds for her: What a 
Laudable Triumph will your Affection, as well as your 
Vertue enjoy, when you have recovered her and your Fa- 
mily from the moſt imminent Deſtruction ? 

Mr. Ombre. If ſhe looks upon her Cabinet ſhe will find 
Acquittances for ſeveral Debts ſhe thought I was a Stran- 
ger to; ſurely this manner I have taken of paying her 
Creditors, mult be an agreeable Surprize to her. See, ſee, 
ſhe returns with Tranſport in her Eyes; now, now our 


Secret 15 out Sophronia. 
Enter Lady Frances with Papers haflily, 


Lady. Oh my Dear, my Dear. : 
Sopbronia, What is the matter? Lady: 
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Lady. 1 am hardly able to ſpeak, Iam in ſuch a ſurpriſing 
Hurry of the Spirits,—ſuch a ſudden Joy.— My Sophronia, 
'Your Hand, or 1 believe I ſhall fink downright —— 

Soph. What ails you. Child? ee Fl 

Lady. My. Reputation is reſtor'd, my Honour is re- 70 
deem'd; I don't owe a Shilling. Wet.?s 

Soph, How | what! which Way? Maca 

Lady. Don't perplex me with Queſtions. I-dare not 
ask my ſelf; but ſo it is. Look yee here! Mr. Pointer 
ſays, [ Reading.] I received your Ladiſhip' s, and am r 
#0 you for acquitting your Bills with ſo much Honour. Spa- 
dilio writes, Recen'd this 1cth of December, in full, &c. 
And the Lady Baſto here aſſures me, My Money came very 
ſeaſonably. What Money! what Payments have I made 
or ſent! Tis Fairy-Land ! Inchantment! And fee here! 
here are Vouchers, Witneſſes, Teſtimonials, which I 
found on my Cabinet in my Cloſet, in full Diſcharge of 
every Penny for which I ſtood engaged. Shou'd 
not one be inſenſible, ſpiritleſs, not to Joy immoderately 
in this ſhine of Fortune? | 

Mr. Ombre. I ſuppoſe, Madam, this ſudden and un- 
expected Turn in your Affairs, has altered your Reſolution 
of leaving the Town on Wedneſday. 3 
Lady. No, Sir ; I beg you, I intreat you, not to truſt 
me again; I am jea lous of my own Heart, and 'I fear 
T ſhou'd break every Reſolution. Take me, take 
me with you inſtantly into the Country: I know my 
own Weakneſs too well to credit my elf. per- 
haps, when I am retired from this bewitching, expen- 
ſive, deſtructive Town, I may try to give a new Turn 
to my Induſtry; perhaps jt may not be unuſeful in my 
Family: I will endeavour at leaſt not to think it beneath 
me to teach my Servants, to educate my Children, and 
to obey my Husband. And let me now only beg you 
to believe, that the Joy I receive at this unexpected Pay- 
ment of my Debts, ariſes only from reflecting, that I 
ſhall not be Unjuſt, and not from having it in my Power 
to Play again, 1 e 
Soph. Ay, this is thinking to the Purpoſe. | 
Mr. Ombre, '[ Afide.] Oh, my Heart (wells, my Eyes 
are full, this is too much to bear. . 
' Soph. And can you not gueſs all this while who is 
your Benefactor, Lady F "ny e 
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Lady. {Turning to Mr. Ombre, and taking his Hand.] 
Jes; and it covers me with Shame, when I think 
how ill I have deſerved from him. — l know not 
how it is; but all that I have ever ſuffered in the moſt 
unſucceſsful Minutes of my Life, hath never given me 
ſo much feeling Pain and Confuſion, as the Senſe l now 
have, how ill I merit all this from the moſt indulgent 
Husband. | 

Mr. Ombre. Oh, my Adorable! my moſt happy 
dearelt Wiſh! [ Embracing her.] The little, unguarded, 
idle Moments are all fled, fled like a tumultuous Dream, 
and we will think them ſuch. I have ſucceeded in my 
Stratagem of diſcharging your Debts without your Know- 
ledge in this ealy manner, and I am amply re- 
warded for my Care. | 

Lady. You have in the moſt generous, in the greateſt 
manner, rettored me every Thing. 

Soph, So, ſo, come, this grand Affair is moſt happily 
ſettled ; I hope for Life. Lady Frances. you muſt 
aſſiſt me now this Minute in a great Concern, in an 
Affair of Weight. a Buſineſs that relates to poor Celia, 
to her Well or Il]- being for ever: In order to this, you 
are to know, I Coquetted laſt Night with her Friend 
Mr. Smart; to that Degree I Ccquetred, he gave me {ome 
Aſſurances, that if I behaved well, I thould. have no rea- 
ſon to deſpair. | 

Lady. Goodlack. —— Eo | 

Soph, I was doubtful, aſſured, ſatisfied, diſſatisfied. 
eaſy, irreſolute, angry and pleaſed, all in a Minute ; 
in half a Word. as affected as the prettieſt blooming 
Coxcomb that ever danced in a Drawing- Room. At laſt 
I hinted as if I expected ſome more ſubſtantial Security 
than the frail Word only of a Perſon who might perhaps 
be tempted by Ten thouſand little Arts to a Change ; 
that afrer any Engagement, which I believed I might 
depend upon, 3 Diſappointment might prove perhaps 


more inconvenient to me than he fanſied. 

Lady. Well, you gave him Line enough, —— What 
did he reſolve pon; Þ Hoo er 356 

Soph, Why, this warmed his Vanity to that Degree, 
2 he molt heroically reſolved to do a very odd 

ing. 

Lady. What ! for Heaven's ſake ? 


Soph, 
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Soph. To give me an Inſtrument under his Honour's 
Sign Manual, in' which he would oblige himſelf to for- 
feit 5000 I. when he refuſed to marry me, or engaged 
his moiſt Coxcomical Perſon elſewhere. 

Mr. Ombre. Ay, this was very gracious, indeed. 

Soph. But this will not do; this is not the Nail I 
wou'd drive. — I have a Paper here, [ Shewing an In- 
ſtrument in Writing. ] which if we cou d get him to Sign 
and Seal to, wou d be of Uſe to us indeed; but how to 
draw him into it, there is the Point. = 

Lady. You muſt think, contrive, help, Mr. Ombre; 
what, this is for the Publick Benefit. 

Mr, Ombre. Madam, tis my Duty to obey all your 
Commands. 

Soph. I expe the Squire here this Minute; he went 
out immediately as ſoon as he found I accepted his Pro- 
poſal : I believe he was in haſte to prepare this Bond, for 
the better ſecuring of his Perſon to my Uſe and Behoof. 

Lady. Puppy: but we will uſe him 

Soph, As he mrrits, Have Patience only ; here 
he comes elate, and Creſt-reard, like a Dunghill-Cock be- 
fore he crows. 


[Smart, Sophronia, Lady Frances, and Mr. Ombre.} 


Smart, Your Servant, Ladies; Ladies yours; 
Sophy; He is Bit; — the Fellow is Bit, 
that is all. 

Soph. Who, Sir? what do you mean? 

Smart, Why that grave wiſe Puppy Sir George : Heark 
yee ; ſhall ' we rally him when he comes? — 

Soph, To Death- 

Smart. To the Grave; I will follow him thither with 
my Wit, and throw a Joke in after him inſtead of a piece 
of Roſemary. | 

Mr. Ombre, That Hat and Sword-knot I preſume, 
Sir, are intirely French. | 

Smart, No, Sir. no; we have ſtole away the Manu- 
facture of their Hats, Toys, and Coxcombs, and they 
have m all from hence now. 

Lady. I think you came from Paris laſt Autumn, Mr. 
Smart, 
Smart. Ay, Madam, I was there two whole Months. 
Mr. Ombre. And what News have you there, Sir? 
| E 2 Smart. 
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Smart. One very ſurpriſing piece of News indeed. — 
They told us ſeriouſly there, that the wok Fre Na- 
tion were turning Proteſſants; and . the, Englih, Papiſts. 
Face- about as you were, faid an old Catholick to me in 
the Church of Notredame, one Day. I did not know what 
the Trig meant, 'till he told me ſeriouſiy we were to be 
reconciled to out Mother. e 
Lady. They ſay Paris is a plentiful Place. 
Smart. There is great Plenty of Laced Coats and 
Dirty Shirts. . „ 
Soph.. How do you like the Cqunty. 
Smart, Why, Property ſeems to be mighty well ſe- 
ured there, for I cou'd not ſee one Incloſure from, Calais 
to Paris. People are ſo fond and ſo certain of their own, 
they don't care ſo hedge it round. And they are ſo very 
fond of Omament. that I obſerved in the had Towns 
through which I paſled, at every Joyners Shop there hung 
- 1 — String of Wooden Shoes carved with Flower- 
See.. it enn id . 
Soph. How do you approve theit Women? 
Smart. Their Women , Why their Women are all 
alike; there is not one natural Muſcle to 1 
in the Face of a Female through the whole Iſle of France; 
but every Woman from Fiftcen to Fourſcore blooms in 
Plaifier and Cochenel,.—— Oh Lord! Oh Lord! 
they all look like ſo many pretty gloſſy Bart'lomew Ba- 
les. 15 
Mr. Ombre. You are ſeverę, very ſcvere. 
Smart. There is but one way of diſcovering the Great 
Grand daughter from the Lady her Relation four Gene-. 
rations higher, and that is by her Eyes: But indeed 
Women are totally diſregarded chere. r 
Mr. Ombre. How ſo? 15 6 8 . 
Smart, Why the young Fellows ale ſo Polite, ſo very 
Wien Re Ay £4 35613 Ie ** ; 
Soph. Come, come, you have no, mind, I perceive, to 
give me the Security you; nxamiſed me this Morning, 
and {o.y0u endeavour to divert te Diſcourſe,, .* ,. 


Smart. N); — to fhew you then, Madam, that I 


A 5 1 


' 


have not neglected it one Moment, here it is in Black and 
White. [chewing ber the Inſtrument. 
Mr. On. bre. What is this, good Mr. Smart ? 


3 | | | Smart. 
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Smart. Why 'tis a Deed of Gift of my Perſon, when- 
ever that Lady ſhall pleaſe to demand it, under a Forfei- 
ture of 5000 J. when I refuſe her, or engage my (elf, or 
marry any other Woman. 


Mr. Ombre. What, are you going to make away with 
your ſelf ? 


Smart, Yes, Sir, I (hall be Felo de je here- 
Lady. Literally. © 


Mr. Ombre. The en you forſeir al your n by the 
Statute. 


Sopb. If they prove him in his Senſes. 
Lady. Ay, there will be the Ditkculty. _ . 


Smart. Good, good: 6 very {wart : : They 1 * no Wit 
in France. oy av} 


Mr. Ombre. Do you underſtand the Language 2 
Smart. No; — but 1 obſor ve, they laugh at eve- 
ry thing alike; "and ſo, you know, tis uſcleſs . 

Joph. Come, Sir, come ; will you lign: : Here i is ren 
and Ink on the Table. 

Smart. Poor Rogue !, How impatient it 18! Well, 
well, I will fign : Don't vex thy "—_ pretty, fi fi mple 
Heart. 

Soph. Come, Sir. — at. N 28 big the 
Favour, Mr. Ombre, of you and my Lady to be Wit- 
neſſes; a fort of Legal Godfathers to this Child. 

Smart, [Taking i he Inſtrument out of his Pocket.] Hold, 


let we ſee: Ay, this is the ſame. — What 2 I mult 


write my Name here in this Place, Iſuppoſe. - 


Soph. .' Ay, ay. Lord, how awkardly you it with 
your Back to the Light wr Thete.c> ben? 


turn about, =——— Ss. [A ſpe turns bim about 


ſhe conveys away the Bond be was about to fign, and 


ſlips another down before him in the ſame Place,] 

Smart, There ; do I pleaſe you noW? 

Soph. Extremely; now *twill do. — Come , bi ign- 

Smart. | Signing.] There. 

Lady. [4fide to Soph.] Hah! I obſerved. your Le- 

8 gerdemain, You have ſucceeded, I hope. 
Soph. To, my Wilh. Come, your Hands. 

your Hands, Gentry. Now, Mr. Smart, I have 8 fart 


; of a Title to you in Reverſion; and wheatwbr we can 
both heartily agree upon't, you know » — oi 


4 
5 La vhs; p 7 — 
8 E 3 Smart. 
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Smart. Why, we will leap at once over Head and Ears 
into Matrimony, and defy our Fate — Look yee, this for- 
tunate Dog is come exactly in the Nick. 

Soph, Sir George, as I live, how luckily and how con- 
ſtantly does he jump upon every Part of my Conduct 
that i is in the leaſt liable to Suſpicion. 


[ Enter Sir George. ] 
Sir George, Mr. Smart, Mr. Ombre, Sophronia and Lady 


Frances. 


Smart. Sir George, your molt obedient, Faithful Servant, 
IT am glad, heartily glad to fee thee. Rat me if I am not: 
— Glve me Joy, my Dear, give me Joy. x 

Sir George. Joy of what, Sir? 

Smart. Why, * Matrimony, Sir; I am to be mar- 
ry'd to that Lady: I have covenanted to marry her on 
Demand. 

Sir George. Hum—Whence came this Winter- Fly? — 

This Gentleman. een, lays a Fool to you.— Pray will 
you explain a little? 

Soph, No, Sir, we are not upon Terms good enough 
for that: 1 am antwerable to yt If only for my Conduct 
5 now. | ' 

Sir George, Not to vindicars | your Conduct to me 

but your Honour to the World. 

Soph, Whit have you or the World either to to 

with me or my Conduct. [ 

Sir George, Tis true, Madam, but I cannot help being 
3 to ſee you filln thus low; for tis, in my 
poor Opinion, not to ſoften the word to you , tis 
-. infamous in a Woman of your Underſtanding to play 

with ſuch a Bauble. 

Soph. Tis impertinent in you to buſy yourſelf a- 

bout what has no relation to o. 
Smart, Yes Sir, it is very impertinent, and 
Sir George. Hold, Sir, Pl! talk with you in a dbochene. 

Pray, Mr. Ombre, 'do you know what” this Geugaw 

. means by ralking of Joy and Matrimony, and Spbro⸗ 

nia? * Ms 1 | e WW 6 . 

Mr. Ombre. why, he lays true, he has 5 give Bond 
to marry her on Demand: | T7562, 

Six George, How! _ 

r 4 Lady. 
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Lady. Ay, and obliged himſelf likewiſe to marry 
elſe 


no- bod . 

Sir George, Thou art a Riddle, Sophronia, within a 
Riddle, an Idol full of Myſtery. 

Soph, And thou art a reaſoning Heretick. 

Smart, Moſt worſhipful Sir — you have heard what 
Opinion the Company have of this Affair; now Sir, this 
Lady and I being both of the fame Mind, I fanſy you 
will not ſucceed here without ſome Dithculty. and fo 
you not being likely to rove extraordinary Company 
on this Occation, I believe it will be thought very 
reaſonable that you ſhould withdraw, and not {ſpoil 
Sport, which you cannot make 
p Sir George, What Pretenſions have you to that La- 
. Merit. 

Sir George, In what does your Merit conſiſt? 

Smart, In Impudence and a good Eſtate. 

Sir George, The Lady I loved had Senſe. 

Smart, Ha! ha! Senſe ! — Such terrible wiſe Fellows 
as you are not fit for the Converſation of the Ladies, 
indeed Baty. 

Sir George. Such terrible empty Fellows as you are fit 
for no Converſation. | 

Smart, Ha! ha! poor Sir George. 

Sir George, Do you know Sir, that you are an Ideot? 

Smart. I am glad on't. therefore I will marry a Wo- 
man of Senſe; poor Sir George =—— ha, ha. 

a Sir George, A Satyr on the Dignity of the human 
orm. | 

Smart, Therefore I will marry Sophronia, and mend 
the Breed, ha! ha! poor Sir George. 

Sir George, A Marmoſet is a much prettier Animal, 
2 ten thouſand times thy Underſtanding and thy 

auty. | E 

Smart, Hal ha! poor Sir George, haſt thou loſt thy 
1 thou art lurched, Baby- lurched, that is 
a 7 1 80 
Lady. How he is tortured with his Paſſion: Can'ſt 
thou bear this, unmoved, Sophronia ? | 
- Soph, Oh! no,— I ſuffer ſo much, I muſt for my 


own. Sake clear up all-this Matter infiantly. 
Six Geo, Heark you, Mr. Smart, —Renounce this Lady; 
E 4 — Renounce 
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— Renounce her, I ſay, this Moment. 

Smart. Sir. | 

Sir Grorge, Diſclaim her. deny her. 

Smart. What does the Prig mean? 1 

Sir George. Diſown, declare, (wear, forſwear, that 
ever you ſaw her, or {poke to her, that ever the ſmiled 
upon you, or favour'd you in the l-aft Action, Look or 
Word; {wear all this intlantly, inſtantly, for her Honour 
only — or I'll, ſhake thee into Atoms, Wretch, thus — 
and thus | 

Mr. Ombre. For Heaven's ſake, Sit George, you'll mur- 
ther the Fellow. E. rindi” ii . 

Sir Geoy/ge. [ to Soph.] On! Madam, you'll excuſe, 
1 hope, a tortured Criminal betide himſelf wich Pal- 
nion. 

Smart, This is ſaperlatively well, Child, extremely 
to the Purpoſe ; ha, ha, ha; this is very well, ,Faith— 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, that Gentleman is to be found., What, 
wou'd he provoke me to draw before the Ladi-s, Ha, 
Nas ha! I. nzver knew any thing ſo extreamly plca- 
ant. * * 

Mr. Ombre. Sir, as pleaſant as this may ſcem to you, 
if, my Advice might have weight, pr voke him no fur- 
ther ; no injured Cuckold was ever ſo jealous—lL believe 

he wou'd blow up the World to deſtroy a Rival. 
Smart, Good lack. gordleck;, ay, he is a little couch'd, 
r poor: Fellow, I pity him, Faith, I do, hat- 
tilv. 5 1 „ | 
Sir George. [to Soph.] I. know, I know, you have a 
Right to diſpoſe your Vows as you pleaſe; nor will I 
now oppoſe your Wiſhes; all I have to beg, is your 
Pity. Oh! ſpare me but one Moment, | ſpare me, let 
not my Eyes be the miſerable Witnefſ-s of a favoured 
Lover: This, this is all the Boon I now can ask; 
my Abſence will foon releaſe you from the unpleaſing 
Conltraint ; I will fly, it poſſible, where I may ne- 
ver hear my happy Rivals Name. 

Lady. Suppoſe now, Scigator Don Georgio, for I am 
ſure you have; Spaniſ Blood in your Veins ; ſuppoſe, I 
ſay, you ſhoud have no Rival all this while and 
that all this Confuſion the Lady is in, and which puts 
your Blood into ſuch a Hurry, ſhou d be occaſion d by 
the Sight of. you. Ars OM oy ent av _ 
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F 0 . Oh! Sophronia, if all the faithful Services 
of a Lite n 
Soph. If I cou'd believe your Diſtemper deſerved Pi- 
ty, if I cou'd perſwade my felf that all theſe jealous 
Outrag's proceeded only from the exceſſive Burnings of 
a Heart too zealous of its Treaſure —— | 
Smart. Hal — What is to be done now, tro' 2 — 
Mr. Ombre. Speak to her, ſpeak to her boldly Man: 
She is not inexorable, or ſhe is not a Woman, ſo that 
every Way you are well off. | 
Lady, Come, come, here is a Rout with you both, 
indeed; you want to come together, and yet you don't 
know how to bring it about. Give me your Hand — 
Sc— Now your's 80 Now curſed be he that parts 
your: -;. 
Sir George. O my tranſported Heart, thus let me 
thank you, thus and thus. 
Smart. Hoity-toity , — What's in the Wind now? 
Mr. Ombre, Why, you are lurched Baby, you are 
lurched, that's all. 
Sir George, Juſt Heaven, juſt Heaven ! Give me Power 
only to ſupport this Extravagance, this Exceſs of Joy. 
Soph. You were to blame again, Sir George, and have 
once more wrongfully ſuſpected me. Cou'd you believe 
I wou'd have accepted ſo ridiculous a Preſent, as this 
forward Gentleman pretended to make me. 72151 
Sir George. Not on his Word, my Angel | — but 
this Gentleman and this Lady aſſured me they were 
Witneſſes to it. 7 WO 
- Soph, | Yet tis not fo take my Word for it; 
they are likewiſe miſtaken: One Minute more will 
clear up all: Have Patienc-, WH 3: 51, 
Smart, This Lady really, with Submiſſion only, 
Mr. Ombre, ſeems to have a very tolerable Aſſurance — 
5 believes her too — Poor Fool — ad, I am well 
Ott. Att TIT Ya 10. 
1 [ Enter. Cælia and Fidget.] 


Celia, Fidget, Sipbronia, Mr. Ombre, and Lady France 
S334? i fff E823 144 * 1 LIES | det 4} | 


4 1 e F a n 
Celia [to Smart. ). My Deareſt. Joy much Joy 
and long Life and. Happineſs for ever attend 'you- 
Fid, Will you give me Leave likewiſe Sir, 5 2 25 
| | en1 
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I think you are the happieſt Man on Earth, to marry 
a Woman ſo agreeable, ſo every way deſirable. 

- Smart, What, have you heard on't then ? 

Fid, Heard of it, Sir? 

Smart. Ay, why tis off, Girl, tis all off — 
here has bren a damn'd ſurly Fellow ſtept in between 
us, and whipt her out of my Hands in a Moment. 
Celia. I don't know what you mean. my Love: but 
I think, tho' buſy Impertinents ſhou'd blame your Con- 
duct in this Affair 
Fid. I am ſure every Body who has the leaſt Regard 
0 or common Honeſty will applaud it. 

ph. So—now it works. [ Afide.] 
Lady. Poor Devil, how he ſtares. 

Smart, What the Plague do you mean ? ſpeak intel- 
ligibly, or be filent. 

Celia, Why do you affect this ſtrange Manner, as if 
you repented already —— the very next Morning after 
our Wedding. | 

Fid. He can never repent of ſo generous an Action. 
.. Celia. No ſure, not the very Moment after he per- 
formed it. N 
Smart. What, then you are marry'd to me, are you? 

Fid. Yes, that ſhe is, Bob as a Robin, Boy. 

Smart. Pray, Madam, give me Leave; my Memory is 
a little treacherous: Pray, when was this Operation per- 
formed ? | | 

_ Fid. Laſt Night! laſi Night! laſt Night! 

Smart, And who was the Operator ? 
-  Fid. Why. Dr. — Dr. — ay, Dr. Couple in the Fleet, 
1 think his Name is Couple; look in your Certificate, 
Madam. | 
Smart. Certificate! . Re 
_ Celia, [ Looking in the Certificate. ] Ay, that is his 
Name.. | 4 K 0 ha 

Smart. Pray, Madam, with your. Leave only. F 

Celia. No, Sir, no, I (hall hardly truſt you with 
this : I fanſy you will find a Counterpart belongs to 
vou, if you look diligently. _ l DIY; lg) 

Mr. Ombre. Poor Creature, what a Fright 'tis in. [ Aſide. 
Sit George, Now-it-works — now it works. —- [ Afide. 

[Smart ſearching his Pocket. Book, finds the Certificate, 
— . 1 which be reads. ENDS 18 WY 1 = 
art, 
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Smart. What, in the Name of Miſchief, is here 
This is to Certify, that this preſent Teuth Day of De- 
cember, 1718, Robert Smart, (Ay, ay, it is Robert 
Smart ) of the Pariſh of St, Paul's, Covent- Garden, Eſq; 
and Czlia Bright of the ſame Pariſh, Spinſter, were joine 
in Holy Wedlock, according to the Form and Canons of the 
Church of England, by me Toby Couple.—The Devil! 

Lady. Ay, Sir, the Fact is now very plainly proved. 

Soph. Look yees Sir, to put you out of all doubt in 
this Matter, I ſaw you come home laſt Night from 
the Ceremony in a Hack with that Lady, or ſomething 
very like you. ——You ſeemed to be a little in Wine, 
indeed, but extreamly ſatishied with what you had 
done ; and for this Reaſon I ſuffer'd you to make this 
lilly Conveyance of your Perſon to me, only to try 
your Fidelity to her. : W 15 
Sir George, What ? then the Gentleman has been bit, 
as he calls it, every Way. | 

Mr. Ombre, Ay. baw'd, bam'd on all Sides. 

Lady. Ha, ha I poor Mr, Smart! 

Mr. Ombre. Well, tince you know the Wine to be 
good, where was the Harm of being your own Taſter? 
Lady. Come, come, you have made her an honeſt 
Woman, as they ſay. — I 0R0E3- ; 

Soph I wonder ſo praiſe - worthy an Action ſhou'd 
make ſo ſmall an Imprethon. | _ 
Smart. Fire take the World! Confuſion, Ruin and 
Deſtruction ſeize you all. | | 
+ Celia, Look yee, Sir, I have had Airs of this ſort 
Jong enough. and I bore cm from you, Sir, becauſe 
I was your Slave, your miſerable, vile, Dependent 
But now, Sir, — now be careful what you do; tem- 
per your Rage, temper it, I ſay, or I ſhall riſe upon 
you like a Whirlwind, Sir 7 | 
Smart. Ha. ha! What doſt thou really mean by all 
this moſt conſummate and impertinent Aſſurance, *' 

Celia. Sir, I expect to be treated as your Wife, — 
as the Wife of a Man of 3oco Pounds à Year, ———as 
J % ITT IDE 

Smart: Lord, Lord! What have I done? What De- 
mon ſtood behind me, and puſh'd me into this Preci- 
pice in the dark. er A 6 ron 
Celia. I have a long Arrear of hard Uſage to repay 
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you.; I ſhall make you ſhake and tremble under the 
Iron Rod of Matrimony, I ſhall, Sir, 3 
Smart. Why does bor Ladyſhip threaten me thus, 
fore you know whether I ſhall' prove a good or a 
bad Husband 2. _ TYRE NE a 
Celia, That will be the ſame Thing, if you ate a 
good Husband, I ſhall treat you thus to cx-rciſe my 
Power; if a bad one, my Vengeance. —— [t is all one 
to me, whether you ſuffer 2s 2 Martyr, or a Sinner; 
you're a Husband, Sir, and that's enough ; and let me 
fee what Power on Earth is ſo impious or ſo raſh, to 
n to deliver you from the lawful Authority of a 
Smart. How, Madam! I may hope for a Separation 
by Law, I preſume. | 8 
Celia. Ay, Sir. are you ſo abandoned to think 
on that already? Do Sir, do, I'll lead you a Hunt 
thro? every Court in Great-Britain;; [1] drein your Purſe, 
tear your Heart, and mortgage your Estate. 
Soph. Ay, firſt you ſhall be whipt perhaps for your 
Wife's Sins too, thro' all the Eccleitattical. Courts be- 
low, where you will have the Honour to be both Plain- 
tiff and Defendant, and pay both Sides; then after you 
have run the Gauntlet thro' a Line of ſmutty Surro- 
gates —IT— 39 WS 5+ , | 
Sir George» You ſhall be gently; lifted up into the 
Court of Equity, from thence will iſſue forth inſtantly 
Bills, Anſwers, Demurrers, Interrogatories, Attachments, 
Contemprs, and the Devil knows what elſe— And after 


4 


alls when you are juſt upon the Point of obtaining a 
Decree — ð % N e SY ; 
Mr. Ombre.———$lp comes an Injunction, and away 
vou are hurry'd to t'other Side ot the Hall to 
Common Law, Sir, to Common Law. 1 
Smart. They cant worry me more than you — 
py they divide me, ſqueeze me, and drein me to the 
Faffpenny- 41984 Lin by, 
WE ik Hoi : Then, after Two or Three Terms, away 
back into Chancery, where you are hung . a few 
Years longer, and ſaddled with Coſts, Coſts, Sir, Coſts. 
Mr. Ombre. Then comes a Commiſſion of De egates, 
then a Decree, | S 
VS e iin un T6 +3714 ano]: 6 9ven © avi Sir 
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Sir George. Then that too is ſuſpended, and forward 
you travel up to the Houſe of Peers with a Writ of 
Appeal in your Hand. 720118 Wb 
Calis. And when you have publiſhed a lewd, infa- 
mous Story of your own Horns to all the good People 
of England, then will I make my Virtue appear ſo un- 
ſpotted before the Nobility, that away flies your Ap= 
peal, and all the malicious Slander. of it, puff — 
in a Vapour, — and you are turned into the. Herd 
again for a filly Knave that durſt proclaim yourſelf in 
a Land of Liberty, like this, a Diſcontented Cuckold. 

Sir George. And after all, if you ſucceed, you will 
only obtain a poor Separation, a Menſd & I horo. 
Mr. Ombre. You muſt keep all her Children. 
Lady. They will bear your Name. 

Sir George. You their Scandal. 

Mr. Ombre. Lou muſt never marry again. 


Sir George. And if your Eſtate happens to be intaibd.— 


Mr. Ombre. A jolly Boy ſhall inherit your Acres, — 
Sir George. That you had no more hand in making, 
than your own Horns. | 


| 4 1.4.0 1 
Smart. Gentlemen and Ladies, this is exceeding well, 


molt ſuperlatively ſurpriſing. Oons, perhaps you 
think, Madam, that I don't know the Privilege of my 
Sex, and have no manner of Spirit to Reſent, — ,. , 
Celia. S Death, Sir, that Word again, and I will 
Jay you at my Feet. No, that is below me; — It 
order my Chairmen. to Blanket you. KReſent ! —— 
Arrogant, Wretch ! —— £47, 
| Lady. Madam, the Gentleman is but a New-marry'd 
Man. —— You ſhou'd conſider, he is not yet 
broke to his Traces: I dare ſay, in time he will do very 
well in his Harneſs, give him your Patience only. . +; 
Celia. Tis true, the Wretch is Unknowing, I allow. 
When we next meet, I will give him a Liſt of ſome 
Men of Quality, whoſe Obedience and Reſignation he is 
to copy. — l RE 4-240} 
Smart. Gentlemen, Ladies, Do what you will with 
me, let me but ſuffer inſtantly ; —— dont let me linger 
thus under your Tongues, — I ö am fully ſatisfied of 
the Miſeries,a Marry'd Man muſt bear, and 1 will pre- 
pare to endure em with Decency. 


* 4 
* 5 


Soph. 
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Soph. Really now, I cannot help thinking, Mr. Smart, 
we have carry d this Matter too far: This Uſage is Unna- 
tural and Barbarous, eſpecially when one conſiders how 
wholly unmerited it is on your Part: And ſince 'tis in 
my Power, I am determined inſtantly to releaſe you 
from this Woman, and all your dreadful Fears of Matri- 
mony. n 4 
Celia. Hah! —— What, will Sphronia prove falſe 
to me at laſt? 
Mr. Ombre. How | —— what! 
Soph. No, Madam ; but I think this Gentleman ought 
not to be kept any longer in the Dark. | 
Celia. What will become of me? | 51G 
Soph, Mr. Smart, I have been all along in the Secret 
of this very wiſe Affair. Jou muſt know then, 
this has been all a poor Contrivance of Cælia's, by her 
little Inſtrument there, Madam Fidget : She was, it 
ſeems, pleas'd when you were put to Bed in Liquor laſt 
Night, after you returned from the Maſquerade, to dreſs 
herſelf in your Cloath: . Your Cloaths, the Night, and 
Celia's Perſon, favourcd the Deceitz and the Canonical 
Operator you juſt now heard mentioned, tacked the tw 
Ladies together for a Couple cf Broad Pieces. 
Smart, Hah! what! Tol, dal, lol. Madam, 
ou ſhall pay for this. - Sir George, how do you 
like Affairs now? Bam'd, —— neatly bam'd, by 
Jove. Ha, ha, ha! ee 6 
Celia, For Heaven's ſak-, What can ſhe mean? | 
Soph. You remember Mrs. Fiaget. Sir George; you 
ſaw her in her Maſter's Cloaths, tho? you were a 
little puzzled about our Detign, — 
Sir George. Say no more, my Love z the very mention 
of my Follies gives me Confuſion : I wou'd have thee 
forget em too. W 
Smart, So, — ſo. efaith, I'll be Reven- 
ged: Ill have you both in the Spiritual Court; 
this is Ludere Sacris, with a Vengeance. 
Spb. No, ——'no: all muſt be pardon'd. — 
You mult, indeeed you muſt, think now of making 
ſome little Provifion tor poor Celia : She has been a 
faithful Servant. and your Paſſions are ſo warm, it may 


not be proper to l:ave her in your Power after this. 
Smart, 
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Smart, Not a Stiver, not a ſingle Souce, by Jove; 
no, ſhe ſhall bite, bite cloſe as a Goat upon a Moun- 
tain. | . | 

Soph, No; then if you won't do her Juſtice, 
this ſhall, Sir. — This Bond is the very Paper 
which you ſigned, Sir. | 

Smart, Well, Madam, and what then ? : 

Soph, Why then, Sir, that Gentleman and his Lady 
were Witneſſes juft now to the Execution of it; it con- 
tains a Penalty of 1cocol, for the ** of half that 
Sum to this Lady's Uſes in Conſideration of ſeveral 
Years Service, and 2coo l. and Intereſt formerly lent you 
without Security. It will hold good, Sir ; it will, both 
in Law and Equity. This, Madam, I give into your 
Hands, to preſerve you for the future from the Infamy 
and Pain of Flattering a Fool for your Daily Bread. 

Celia, Oh, Madam, this- LES. 

Soph. No Thanks, Celia, You ſhall now be- 
lieve me your Friend in Earneſt: — Tho' you were 
marry'd laſt Night by that Gentleman's Repreſentative 
Mrs. Fidget ; yet as this was the haſty Contrivance of two 
Women only, and one of 'em a Chamber-maid, I rh, 
no room to hope it wou'd be a Secret long; 
choſe therefore to provide in this manner for you as a 
better Security, and, I think, it has ſucceeded to our 
Wiſhes. | 

Smart. — Rat me, if this is not all a Bam- 
bouſel. —— What the Plague had I to do to debauch 
a Woman of Virtue, and make love to a Woman of Wit. 
I have eſcaped Matrimony, however; I am very well off 
there, egad : For if I had really marry'd both theſe 
Ladies, had only obtain'd a Reprieve from the Gallows, 
with a Non obſtante Licenſe to hang my ſelf. Exit. 

Soph. But how , — ay, how am I ſure, now my 
dear Othello, when one of your jealous Whims comes 
croſs you, that I ſhall not be ſtrangled in my Sleep ? 

— Well, I know not how to help it, I muſt truſt 
you now. | 

Sir George. Since this Truſt has been mine, my Dear, 
I begin to find how wholly unworthy I am of your 
Heart: All I can ſay now, is, that my future Life ſhall 
make you full Amends, by the moſt generous open Con- 
duct for my palt Ingratitude. And now, methinks, this 
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a uiet Settlement, after the Storms of Jeglouly, looks like 
e * Evening of a Tempeſtuous Day 
Soph. Well, —— this Day has ended almoſt mira- 
culouſſy in the mutual Preſervation of a little Knot of 
Friends, here, from thoſe Evils which Vicious Habits and 
a Faſhionable Education had thrown. 'em into. 
Celis is delivered ꝛ— 
Celia. — From a Wat. W t 
Soopb. That Tyrant is dethroned, —— Lady As 
is . 
La. From falſe Dice and bad Company. 
Sap * — — Mr. Ombre * 
Mr. — From Ruin. 
We — — And. Sir George II ; 
ir George. From Jealouſy. , 
Soph, Right: Far as that is à certain Si gn of 


Lo? Marriage is, they lay, the certain! Cure of it. 


1 1 I 


(3 . Dance: iT 4; 
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Lady. Let thoſe 1 1 are happily A 
5 irth and Fortune, learn from hence, with Care to avoid 


moderate Play. 


No Treaſure can WY ameſter”, 4 Wait s hy, -:4v 
Nor Millions bribe the Sentence of the 1 | 
Why ſpow'd the Rich to Chance intruſt thei Store 7 
_ He fel y ventares' that's already Poor; | 
His Hopes are pure. u Fears bis Breaft allarm, 
And F ortun: ro * 2 cannot harm. 5 
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